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A Catholic Monthly Devoted to 


Church Unity and the Missions 


During the long years of its existence as a Catholic magazine, THe Lamp has 
provided for its readers every month an array of interesting articles on timely topics, 
supplemented by clean, wholesome fiction stories. At the same time the publication has 
maintained the two-fold purpose for which it came into being, namely: 


1. By the constant exposition of the truths of Holy Mother Church to 
win the submission of all Christians to the One True Fold, the Divine Center 
of Unity, under the jurisdiction of our Holy Father, the Pope, as the Vicar 
of Christ. 


2. To propagate the Faith by rendering every possible support to the 
Mission Cause, i.e., by the education and training of laborers to work 
the Lord’s Vineyard, and by encouraging our Catholic Faithful to be mind- 
ful in their charity for the various good works of the Church. 


We are anxious to build up the circulation of THe Lamp. It can be done easily 
if each present subscriber will cooperate by asking one or more friends to subscribe. 


The subscription price of THe Lamp is one dollar per year or twenty-five dol- 
lars for life. Single copies, ten cents. 


Remittances should be sent by post office or express money order, bank draft or 
registered letter. Please be careful to state what the money you send is for; whether 
it is a renewal, a new subscription, or a donation of some sort. 


Manuscripts 2Wé: cadeept iio desponsibility for loss of manuscripts sent to us, or 


for their return wif unaccompanied: by return stamped addressed envelope. 


Correspondence wn Adie editorat communications and subscriptions to: 


THE LAMP, ‘Gum Press, Peekskill, N. Y. 


























UT OMNES UNUM SINT 


“For Sion’s sake I will not hold my Peace and for the sake of 
Jerusalem I will not rest until the JUST ONE comes forth as 
BRIGHTNESS, and her SAVIOUR be lighted as a LAMP.” 

Isaias LXII, 1 
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THIS MONTH 
Y 


Our cover this month commemorates the 
feast of our Lady’s Assumption into Heaven. 
Our Lady is enthroned on the altar of the 
Holy Ghost Chapel on the top of the Mount 
of the Atonement at Graymoor 

We have two excellent photographers 
umong the Graymoor Fathers, one Fr. Urban 
Gillis who is studying at Washington during 

summer, and the other Fr. Roger Mat- 

who is stationed in Rome. lr. Roger 

sent us a beautiful picture of the High 

Altar of San Onofrio’s, our Church in Rome, 

which we shall use on the November cover of 
The Lamp. 

* 
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Cardinal Spellman 1 Mrs. Roosevelt of 
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Isn't ) I a person her wide 

no hé iscrimination 

American destroys the ideals 
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who writes on “The 

the World Crisis,” is 

and efficient Librarian of our 

inary in Washington, D. C. His 

personal interest in the scholastic 

of the younger members of our 

d his efforts in their behalf have 

donations of many fine books for 

raries. At present Fr. Edward is study- 

his Doctorate at the Catholic Univer- 

His field is Ecclesiology, a division of 

itic Theology which treats of the 

irch. His major professor is Dr. Joseph 

ford Fenton, former Dean of the School 

d Theology and present Editor of 
Revieu 


Fr. Germanus Tomaino, whose account of 
the early history of St. John’s College at 
Graymoor appears in this issue is the Vice- 
Rector of our minor § vary at Graymoor. 


Fra. Leonard Farina whose fine tribute to 
Sigrid Undset, the Norwegian Catholic writ- 
er appears in th‘s issue, is studying Theology 
at Washington. Formerly he was the editor of 
a house organ for a large firm. We look for- 
ward to his ordination three years hence and 
we hope that whatever assignment he receives 
will give him time to continue his contribu- 
tions to The Lamp 

* * * 


Fr. Terence Cummings—no relative to the 
editor, a fact which we both deplore—tells 
us that the little story at the end of his script 
about the wounded soldier being found and 
given the Last Sacraments by the missionary 
Father is quite true. It is just another of those 
dramatic incidents that happened during the 
war which prove that our Blessed Mother 
Mary watches out for her devoted children. 

Publishing this radio script is an experi- 
ment. We feel fairly sure that you will enjoy 
it. What we would like to know is if you 
would like to have some more occasionally. 


Write and tell us. 

















Ju Focus 


Catholics have been accused of “spiking” the whole 
question of federal aid to education for protesting the 
Barden Bill 


ent piece of discriminatory leg: 


this year’s most pat 
THE BARDEN 
BILL 


There are times when 


mind brickbats as a 


islation. 
we dont 
group, for the very force with which they are hurled at 
us indicates the exasperation of some at our holding fast 
to fundamental principles of right and wrong. 


In the case of the Barden Bill, Catholic spokesmen 
who presented reasonable arguments as to the unfairness 
of the proposed legislation were 

FALSE decried by non-Catholic clergy 
ACCUSATIONS men who had labored so hard 
in providing the meaner fine 
points of the Bill, as enemies of education. There was 
little finesse in the way in which some of these “authori- 
ties” accused us of plotting Church-control of American 
education. Little gloss was applied to the charge that 
Catholic leaders and clergy (the laity were more gently 
treated 
were out to raid the federal treasury to maintain the tot- 
tering structure of their schools. Now that the Bill is ap 


they are dupes, presumably,—of the higher-ups) 


parently doomed, all of us alike have become villians who 
refuse to help elevate the standards of American public’ 


school education 


Why did we oppose the Barden Bill? Catholics, as a 
group, are not opposed to increased taxes to aid in the 
education of youth, on a federal basis 

OUR 
ATTITUDE 


at that, to give children in the poorer 
and more backward areas equal op 
portunities with those in more popu 
lous and progressive centers. But Catholics are peculiar in 
insisting on the right of all children, black and white, 
Catholic, Protestant, and Jew, in sharing in the benevo- 
lences of such laws. To leave distribution of federal funds 
in the hands of white-supremacy politicians in certain 
states was one unfair aspect of Mr. Barden’s clever Bill 
To deny to children whose parents use their God-given 
and state-approved right to educate their offspring: in 
accordance with eternal as well as temporal values, to 
deny those children the right to bus transportation to 
school, to medical services, to lunches supplied by taxes 
levied upon all, this was the most acrimonious of the 
of the Bill. Taxation without representation 
once flowered into a revolution in this country, and those 


provisions 


who are to be subjected to a recurrence of it would be 
traitors to a national heritage not to protest. 


AA we Ace Al! 


Possibly not all of the members of the congressional 
committee that approved the Bill were impressed by the 
propriety of our objections 

ANTI-CATHOLIC There are some of them who 
RESENTMENT resented criticism on the part 
of their constituents (wh 
would be bearing their shares of the new taxes, be it 
noted.) There were others who might not have been 
influenced by the nature of our protests, but who weighed 
the possibility of losing the support of a good segment of 
the voters who had elected them. In any case there was 
call it pressure, if you like, as did 
columnist who looks upon herself as a defender of “the 


and it doomed the Barden Bill 


action one lady 


American way” 


We were not alone, however, in proclaiming the in 
justice of this new attack on our liberties. The American 
Federation of Labor 
Church-controlled group 
Negro leaders 
of the peril of sanctifying 
indiscriminate political control of educational funds sub 
scribed by all But the 
toscin-sounders of the much overworked cry of “separa 
tion of Church and state”, 


certainly nota 
FALSE 
ALARUMS 


and out 
standing aware a 


we were 
threw themselves into the fray 


the lady columnists, and the 
die-hard Dixiecrats reserved their accusations for us. We 
would remind them pointedly of the words of President 
Roosevelt in the message he sent to the National Confer: 
ence of Church Related Colleges, wherein he praised the 
public service rendered by Catholic schools in this nation 
He wrote: “If the Catholic schools prepare youth for 
better citizenship; if our country will be immensely 
benefitted by a character formation built on the eternal 
principles of religion and morality, then they are render 
ing a public service, and since these schools are not oper 
ated for profit, they are in reality public schools.” 


Federal aid to education is still needed in many parts 
of our country. Only by supporting and sustaining educa 
tion in those areas where local econom) 


JUSTICE and distress have had their rst. ef 
FOR ALL fects in dooming the children of the 

poor to inadequate education can equil 
ity of rights be assured. But the way to federal suppor 


of education is not the way of discrimination and threat, 
and any Bill that sanctions segregation of racial or religiout 
groups in the assigning of such aid, from taxatiot essed 
upon all, deserves our contempt as well as our vehement 


objections. 
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WEARY Christ sat by the well of Jacob and 
asked a stranger for a drink of water. The inct- 
dent is well known. The stranger was a woman of 

Samaria, not particularly noteworthy for her virtue. She 
resented His request on racial grounds. Then Jesus said, 
“If thou didst know the gift of God and who it is who 
says to thee, “Give me to drink’, thou, perhaps would have 
asked of Him, and he would have given thee living water 
(Jn. 4,10,14) 

The modern world is very much like that woman ot 


. springing up unto life everlasting.” 


Samaria who had six husbands. It has sought after secur 
ity, peace and happiness apart from Christ and has not 
found them. It seeks for the living water from dried-out 
wells. The dilemma is such that it seeks a way out of its 
problems through the use of the very means which brought 
it to its present crisis. Those who make decisions that af- 
fect the future course of history continue to ignore the 
invitation of Christ. It requires but little prophetic vision 
to read the signs of the times and the direction in which 
they are pointing. 

The invitation of Christ has been repeated in every age 
through the Living Voice of Christ, which is His Church. 
It has met with a varying response: enthusiasm, indiffer- 
ence and hostility. As the soil that received the seed varied 
in quality, so the fruit that was derived therefrom. The 
present crisis is not to be taken in isolation from the rest 
of history; it is the result of the convergence of many 
causes. Just as a river is a collection of many individual 
drops of water, so the present situation is the cumulation 
of many individual decisions and acts of men. It would 
be difficult to assign a precise date or occasion when this 
progressive deterioration of civilization began, but there 
can be no question of the fact that it has been precipi 
tated during the last four hundred years. At that time a 
great number of men abandoned the one Church of Christ 
and much that has happened since is a logical develop- 
ment. 

It is easy to see that they did not take the word of 
Christ very seriously when He said to the Apostles with 
Peter at their head: “Who heareth you, heareth me.’ Hav 
ing closed their ears to the Voice of Christ, over a period 
of time they closed their hearts to His law. Like the wan 
‘on prodigal they now find themselves feeding on the 
husks of swine, but unlike him they do not as yet have 
&nse enough to resolve to return to their Father's house. 

The invitation of Christ is still repeated by His 


The Cathelic Layman and 
the World Crisis 


Church. But the response in many quarters is increas: 
ingly hostile. Indeed, in many lands, there are violent 
measures being employed to prevent the invitation from 
being expressed. The struggle in these areas is even unto 
death. 

Now, what is the living water that Christ offers the 
world? Every Catholic knows that this living water is the 
share in the Divine Life which we enjoy when we possess 
sanctifying grace. Through it we are lifted up to the living 
family of God. It springs up to life everlasting because 
grace is the seed of glory. Along with this grace we in- 
clude the gift of Divine Faith, Hope and Charity. How 
could anyone spurn a life such as this? Why should many 
be zealous lest others should obtain it? The answer to these 
questions is what St. Paul styled as the ‘mystery of ini 
quity’. The envoy of the devil prompted him to seduce 
our first parents, occasioning thereby the basis for every 
other crisis in history, be it personal or international. The 
Apostle, St. John, has characterized this basis as the 
‘spirit’ of the world as against the kingdom of Christ. 
This ‘spirit’ manifests itself in the threefold concupiscence, 
the fountainheads of every human evil’ the concupiscence 
of the eyes (avarice), the concupiscence of the flesh 
(lust) and the pride of life. These are the primary forces 
set against the advance of the kingdom of Christ. The 
enmity is eternal; there can never be compromise or recon- 
them. 

We are all witnesses of the struggle. In every human 


ciliation between 


soul the war is in progress. When, through our coopera- 
tion with grace, the law of Christ prevails, we keep the 
Divine life in our souls; if we yield to the ‘spirit’ of the 
world, this life departs. In some of our social situations we 
can also see evidence of the struggle. Take, for example, 
a place of business where a number of people work to- 
gether over a period of time. The character of their asso- 
ciates become notable in their actions and conversations. 
A conscientious and upright person seems to stand out 
from the crowd; say, he takes no part in lewd conver- 
sations, petty gossip, etc. In a short time this person 
becomes the object of ridicule and life is made miserable 
for him. The reason is, that his life is in contradiction to 
the spirit of the world that hates the law of Christ. 
Extend the picture to a national or worldwide scope. 
Then, too, the basic elements of the struggle become 
clearly evident. Here, however, it is not alone the indi- 
vidual who stands for Christ that is under attack, but 
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the very Society of Christ itself, as well. It is remarkable 
how accurate in judgment are the enemies of Christ in 
this respect. Many people might be confused looking at 
the great number of sects bearing the name Christian, but 
not the enemies of Christ. They know very clearly which 
is the One Church of Christ. This body alone is their 
enemy; this body alone attests the victory of Christ's 
Cross over the world. Their very hatred of the Catholic 
Church is a witness to its divinity. In their propaganda, 
they make much ado about bad Catholics, but, in fact, it is 
the good ones that they are worried about. 

The contemporary attack on the Church may differ 
somewhat in form and technique from those of past ages, 
but the basic ideas are still the same. Take the concupis- 
cence of the eyes (avarice) and fashion it into an eco- 
nomic theory; take the concupiscence of the flesh and 
make it the basis of human nature and the organization 
of society as in Freudianism, planned parenthood, com- 
panionate marriage, promiscuity, etc.; take the pride of 
life and give it political expression in Totalitarianism or 
Masonic secularism. By these standards they measure the 
Church and find it wanting. Values are inverted: virtues 
are made vices and vices virtues by glib phrases: healthy 
family life is ‘bourgeois’; chastity is ‘unnatural’; sin is ‘self- 
expression, etc., etc. 

This is the world we live in. We rub shoulders daily 
with those who think and live according to the spirit of 
the world. Their judgments are colored by it; their decis- 
ions are fashioned from its principles; their actions seldom 
know another motivation. Add to this the many complica- 
tions of modern life: newspapers, radio, movies, every- 
thing is geared by the principles which we have enumer- 
ated. It is difficult to make our way amid contradictory 
appeals for our decisions. 

To live a consistent Catholic life means a great 
familiarity with the Cross, because every decision made 
in conformity with Christ's teaching is completely at vari- 
ance with the spirit of the world. At times it will involve 
disadvantages, but Christ Himself told us not to be sur- 
prised if the world hates us. As a matter of fact, it is 
a recognition of value. 

At the head of this article we read, ‘The Catholic lay- 
man and the World crisis.’ The connection between the 
two will become increasingly evident as time goes on. 
One feature of a time of crisis is that all the issues of 
life are drawn in sharper focus; a decision that is made 
is far reaching in its implications and consequences. For 


example, to affirm one’s Catholic faith in Russia requires 
much greater courage than the same action in the United 
States at the present moment. There can be no doubt bu 
that we are approaching a crisis in America. Possibly the 
infiltration of Communists in the government has suffered 
a setback; but an equally vicious force of Masonic secular 
ism is on the march. This is most evident in the current 
controversies on the subject of education. The time might 
well come when we will have to commit ourselves formal 
ly for Christ or against Him and His One Church. B 
that declaration on behalf of Christ we may have to suffer 
imprisonment and even death. 

Of course, the struggle will be an unequal one but 
the outcome is not uncertain. It is the promise of Chris, 
Whose words shall not fail, that His Church will be tri 
umphant over its foes. In the city of Rome many of the 
principal churches are built over the ruins of temples 
of the pagans who sought to destroy the Church of God; 
in one of the Nazi concentration camps there is a convent 
of Reparation; who knows but that the Kremlin may yet 
shelter a Christian shrine. The laity in the enslaved coun 
tries of Europe are face to face with a problem which we 
view only from afar. What would we do in similar cir 
cumstances? This is werth thinking about. 

What is our present task? How are we to meet the 
present crisis and avert or at least prepare ourselves for 
any future one? The first task is to be loyal Catholics 
By that we mean we must think with the Church and 
defend her position. That means we must acquire a com 
petent knowledge of Catholic teaching to such an extent 
that we can defend it and explain it to others. It means 
likewise that we will be grateful to God for the grace He 
has given us in making us Catholics. The next task is 
to be complete Catholics: Our divine and Catholic faith 
will filter down into every attitude we take and every 
decision we make. It will dominate our family life; it will 
influence our decisions in business; it will determine our 
recreation; it will govern our relations with others. In 
every sense of the term we will be Catholic. 

The final task is to be militant Catholics: We are 
partners of Christ in winning the world to His Church 
and thence to eternity; the convert-maker Catholic isa 
militant Catholic. 

The basis of our Catholicity should be Faith, Hope 
and Charity; but beneath that should be sanctifying grace 
which is the living water springing up unto life everlast 
ing. 





correspondence. 
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To cooperate with the postal authorities in the effort to expedite 
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O the ignorant, the prejudiced, and the fanatic, 
the state funeral conducted in Torfinnes Church, 
Hamar, Norway, was a rare anomaly. In that an 

cient edifice, with Bishop Jacob J. Mangers, Vicar Apos 
tolic at Oslo, officiating at the solemn requiem rites, Prot- 
estant Norway gathered to pay a fitting tribute to Mme. 
Sigrid Undset, the staunch patriot, the world famous 
writer, the devout Catholic. The ignorant, the prejudiced, 
and the fanatic would readily separate the writer from 
the Catholic, the Catholic from the patriot; but she whom 
a predominantly Protestant country was honoring would 
never condone such a distinction—she was a Norwegian 
Catholic writer. Norway loved Mme. Undset; she was 
loved for what she was. With her keen intellect and genius 
for writing Sigrid Undset openly manifested and perpetu- 
ated her deep devotion to Christ and His Vicar on Earth, 
to king and country. This the ordinary people of the 
town knew, the fishermen and the sailors from the water- 
front, the shopkeepers and merchants from the market- 
place, the farmers and the woodsmen from the country; 
this the dignitaries knew, the statesmen and the officials 
from the government, the scholars and the writers from 
the city, the Bishop and the priests from the missions. 
Yes!—the throngs in the church who silently watched the 
services, the crowds in the streets who quietly watched the 
cortege, the few at the graveside who tearfully watched the 
the commitment knew that Sigrid Undset was a Norweg- 
ian Catholic writer. 

Froéken Undset was intensely nationalistic in her daily 
life and as intensely cosmopolitan in her works. In 1947, 
the venerable King Haakon VII of Norway conferred the 
Grand Cross of the Order of St. Olav upon her. This 
was indeed a unique token for only once before in the 
long history of the decoration had it been bestowed upon 
a woman, and then it was to one of royal blood. Norway 
deemed her worthy of such an honor because she had 
given unselfishly of her wonderful talents in the service 
of her country during its greatest hour of trial, the Nazi 
occupation. In rewarding her, Norway also unconsci 
ously honored her religious beliefs. Long before the first 
aggressive action of Hitler aroused the world to the menace 
of his doctrines, Undset commenced her battle against 
that ungodly totalitarianism which threatened the world 
Never had she written so vehemently as when she ck 
cried the vicious racial theories propagated by the Nazis. 
She wrote, not as a national nor as a member of a par 
ticular race, but as a Christian jealously guarding the 
Word of her Master. The misery and sorrow inflicted 
upon the Jews cried out to Heaven for vengeance, not 
because they were once the chosen people, but because 





Sigrid Undset: Catholic 


By Leonard Farina, S.A. 


ey 


they were creatures of God ordaind for His greater honor 
and glory. Thus it was that she determined to utilize her 
gifts to help destroy the evil forces that sought by word 
and deed to make a mockery of Christ and His teachings. 

Personal sorrow came to Sigrid Undset almost simul- 
taneously with the national tragedy that struck ruthlessly 
at Norway. During one of the opening campaigns of the 
invasion, her son, Anders, was killed. Despite her grief, 
with the arrival of the innocent victims of the Nazi ad- 
vance, she turned her attention to the needs of her coun- 
trymen. With her characteristic largess of charity, reminis- 
cent of the $42,000 Nobel prize money given to the poor, 
she made her home a refuge and with her own wealth 
alleviated their sufferings as best she could. Mme. Undset 
realized that the fall of Norway would increase her 
personal danger, for a voice that had clamored so loudly 
against their evil would be soon silenced by the Nazis. 
When surrender came, she fled to the United States where 
she took up residence in Brooklyn. She did not remain 
eagerly embarked on a lecture tour 
of the country under the sponsorship of America, the 
Jesuit weekly magazine. 


inactive very long, but 


In between her engagements, 
Return to the Future, a profoundly hopeful collection of 
essays, was composed. In 1945, after the Nazis had passed, 
she returned to her beloved country where she lived in 
retirement until her death on June 10, 1949. 

Beyond the broad public scope of her nationalism was 
the charming daily routine of her home life. Her sturdy 
thousand-year-old hand-hewn log and stone Norwegian 
manorhouse in the tiny, picturesque village of Lillehamar, 
retained the flavor of medieval days, even to the stern 
crucifix with its hand-carved tortured corpus painfully 
nailed to a rough wooden cross, confessing that there was 
nothing pleasant about His Sacrifice. For Froéken Undset, 
the time-honored dress of the Viking matron, even to the 
hustrulinet, an elaborate linen coif, was ordinary costume, 
only to be changed for modern dress when she left her 
home. This love of medieval Norway, which had been 
instilled in her by her father, an archeologist intrigued by 
old Scandinavia, exercised a strong influence upon her. As 
she allied herself more and more with the past, a subtle 
spirit of Catholicism insinuated itself into her life and 
works, at first fleeting and elusive, then firm and estab- 
lished. 

Mme. Undset did not deceive herself when she exam- 
ined the Middle Ages. She looked at that period as it was, 
never subjectively interpreting it, never regarding it with 
adolescent sentimentality, never mocking it with cynical 
reality. She recognized that she was not merely discover- 
ing Norway, but was experiencing Christianity, for the 
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unity of Christendom was the paramount mark of the 
age. In her research for background material, Mme. Und 
set encountered many details concerning the once-beau- 
tiful Cathedral of the Holy Cross at Hamar, in her time 
fallen into disuse and disrepair. The magnificent edifice, 
built to replace an earlier multi-tiered stave church of 
the 10th century, suffered destruction when the disobedi- 
ence swept through the North. Inflamed with the desire 
to reconstruct the Cahedral in its primal splendor, armed 
with the facts her historically trained mind had scrupu 
lously ferreted out, she did succeed in effecting its restora- 
tion, not merely as a museum piece, a curio, a memento, 
but as a place of Catholic worship where the Mass which 
had so sanctified the glorious tradition of Norway might 
again be offered. Little did she realize then that in 1925, 
in the quaint miniature chapel of St. Thomas of Canter 
bury of that church, she herself would lovingly submit to 
the Yoke of Peter 

When Mme. Undset, convinced of the truths and the 
authority of the Catholic Church, entered so wholeheart 
edly into it, she could not be accused of a mere attrac 
tion to a romantic antiquity; her mind was much too 
acute for such superficiality. Yet, it is apparent that God 
employed her love as an instrument to lead her to His 
True Church. She faithfully described her conversion in 
a personal account written for the book, Through Hun- 
dred Gates, edited by Stephen and Severin Lamping, 
O.F.M. Her sincere quest for God is finely related and 
at the same time the fallacies of so-called Liberalism are 
reiterated. 

Although her parents were nominally Lutheran, they 
lived and traveled in a circle of professed liberals, whose 
concept of God was diluted to satisfy the singular taste 
of each individual. In keeping with her parent's ideas, 
she was sent to a liberal school where the liberalizing 
motto, “Think For Yourself,” was impressed upon every 
pupil. However, when the young Sigrid commenced to do 
so and revealed thoughts radically different from those of 
her mentors, she was politely excused as a stubborn child. 
In her school years, she developed a dislike for the nega- 
tive virtues and pious platitudes presented to her by a 
well-meaning minister and his doctrine of moral manners. 
No more appealing, in her later years, were the smug 
subjective gods of her intimate friends, nor the confused 
Christ of the established church. How far removed were 
they from the Christ of Historic Norway. This historic 
Christ of her ancestors was the God and Creator of Man- 
kind. This Jesus Christ was He Who possessed the power 
to forgive sins. This Christ was the Omnipotent One Who 
transformed the transgressions of men into something 
good. This was the Jesus Christ of St. Olav and the 
Middle Ages. This was the Christ bodly proclaimed by 
the Catholic Church from Peter to Pius. This was the 
Jesus Christ who established a Church against which the 
powers of hell shall be shattered. 

With this measurement of the True Christ, she surged 
forward, enlightened with Grace, and declared that she 
had rediscovered in her own life the Lord she desired to 
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Sigrid Undset 


worship, the Jesus Christ of Catholicism. Renan’s Life of 
Jesus presented an ‘historic Christ’ which Mme. Undset 
recognized as but the phantom of a god, weak and 
insipid, incapable of inspiring and inflaming the hearts of 
His followers and of accomplishing the miraculous spread 
of Christianity. This Christ of the critics was a myth 
based on the authority of man, not of God. Round about 
her, not one of the neat little household gods, not one of 
the personalized gods of her friends could compare with 
the Redeeming Figure on the Cross of Calvary, of Whom 
she later wrote when the contrite Olav of Thé Master of 
Hesteiken turned to this Atonement: 


He had heard many times that God’s mercy 1s 
without bounds and in secret he had relied on this 
God’s arm spread out on the Cross, ready to 
enfold him, Grace streaming from the five wounds, 
the drooping Head which looked down over Crea’ 
tion, watching and waiting . . . The Bread of Life was 
ever upon the Altar; God was without bounds 
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Her long search ended abruptly for she decided, in 


her own words: 


There was nothing else for me to do than to go 
to a priest and ask to be instructed in all that the 
Catholic Church really teaches. That the Catholic 
Church was identical to the Church founded by 
Christ, I had never doubted. For me the question of 
the authority of the Church was entirely a question 
of Christ’s authority. I never had understood the his 
tory of the Reformation as other than a history of a 
rebellion of believing Christians 


fearlessly she acquiesced to its domination. 


Sigrid Undset wrote many novels, some medieval and 
some modern. It was her masterpiece, Kristin Lavransdat 
ter, permeated with the Catholicism of old Scandinavia, 
that was judged worthy of the famed Nobel Prize in Lit 
erature in 1928. Mme. Undset was a craftsman much like 
the guildmen in her medieval chronicles, meticulous in de- 
tail, yet not marring the lines of the gigantic structure 
by trivialities. She possessed an uncanny beauty of ex 
pression. As Edward Grieg expressed the strength and 
simplicity of Scandinavia in his music, so, too, did Sigrid 
Undset portray in words her heritage; but it was not a 
legacy of troll kings and elfery, myth and fiction, it was 
of Christ and Christianity, reality and truth. In prose, 
she ensnared a warmth of reality which the great dramatist 
Ibsen in his strangely conceived, albeit brutish, reality 
failed to achieve. It was Grieg who enchanced Ibsen’s Pee: 
Gynt by the creative genius of his music, lifting it from a 
weird folk drama to a tragically poetic tale of simple peo 
ple. Undset, too, captured the determined, yet delicate, 
spirit of her people with her sensitive pen. The exquisite 
lyrical quality of Grieg’s Morning Song is faithfully 
reproduced in the numerous pastoral passages of her story 
The quietness of the countryside, the low greenery, set- 
ting against the jutting rocks of the distant mountains, 
mirror perfectly the emotions of the people, whose very 
characters seem to be moulded by the serene ruggedness 
of their environment. The permanence of the land, yet 
the ever restless yearnings of men, move hauntingly 
through her book. The poignant strains of Asa’s Death 
are re-echoed in the descriptions of life and death, sin 
and repentence. The melancholy theme rises to its heights 
when the final parting of father and daughter, the last 
benediction of Lavran upon Kristin, is depicted. The ter 
rible majesty of the music of Grieg’s In the Hall of the 
Mountain King is transposed into words in the fiery nar 
tatives of the turbulent career of Erlend, Kristin’s hus 
band, as well as the very temper of the Middle Ages 
The tremendous struggle in the sin-scarred soul of Erlend, 
as dying he refuses absolution at the hands of the priest 
who had maligned the character of his wife, reverberates 
with the grandeur of Grieg’s composition. 

But Undset’s greatest skill is in the fine delineation 
of the personalities in her works. She drew them with 
tim bold lines, shaded ever so lightly, revealing a deep 
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Welcome to God 


There is a pregnant silence on the earth 
To greet the eucharistic birth 
Of God made Man- 
The Span 
Of Life and Death is compassed in the Cup- 
The lifting up 
Of bread made flesh of blood but lately wine- 
A God is born, is crucified and dies! 
(All heaven around us lies) 
“Come eat and drink ye This” 
Unutterable bliss 
A human heart is housing the Divine- 
(Ten thousand times a thousand seraphim 
Adoring, chant a paean of praise to Him.) 
There is a pregnant silence on the earth 
To greet the eucharistic birth 
Of God made Man. 


H. M. 


Sister Miriam Fidelis, I. 























understanding of her fellowmen, creating an appealing 
humanity. Rarely does she present disgusting immoral de- 
generates or pathetic neurotics; there is an abundance of 
material in the ordinary people about her. Masterfully, 
she rejoices in family life with all its vicissitudes; the 
whispering of love the flaring of tempers, the sins of 
passion, the repentance of love, the anxiety of sickness, 
the anguish of death, all deftly told without the vulgar 
sensationalism of the current day novel. Her people are 
children of Adam redeemed by the Blood of Christ, living 
the life of the all too human children of God, knowing 
sin, knowing forgiveness. Never did she use her books as 
pulpits. She never preached the tenets of her adopted 
Faith, but showed her characters as living the life of the 
Catholic, whose Christ is the center of his life, sometimes 
distinct and vivid, sometimes obscure and hazy, but ever 
present. 

Yes, Sigrid Undset was a Catholic. She was a Nor- 
wegian and a writer before she became a Catholic; but 
once she perceived the rays of grace streaming into her 
soul, she joyfully cooperated with it, elevating and en- 
nobling her life. She loved her fellowmen, she loved her 
country, all things, all the more because she loved God. 
She loved Norways because it was once a vital part of 
Christendom united with the See of Peter, she prayed and 
worked that Norway would once again return to that holy 
alliance. Her talent was almost sanctified as she wrote of 
God and His creatures. Perhaps the ignorant, the preju- 
diced, and the fanatic should be heeded, that is, heeded 
enough to adjust values and declare that Sigrid Undset 
should be remembered as the Catholic Norwegian writer 
she truly was. 
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HERE are often many interest- 
ing features with 
The 
aims, hopes and ideals of the person 
or persons who conceived it, the elab- 
orate drawing up of the plans for it, 
the process of building it, and the 
launching and continuance of its ac- 
tivities throughout the years all 


connected 
the history of a school. 


these afford one numerous items of 
interest. If this is so for an ordinary 
school or college, it is particularly true 
in the case of a school designed for 
the education of boys aspiring to the 
sacred priesthood. In view of its lofty 
purpose and its far-reaching, even 
eternal, effects, the establishment of 
such a school would be a red-letter 
event in any community 

Early in the period in which he 
had founded the Society of the 
Atonement, Father Paul recognized 
and felt the need of such a semin- 
ary at Graymoor. If the Society was 
to grow and prosper at all, if it was 
to send laborers into the vineyard of 
the Lord, then a seminary would be 
absolutely indispensable. The work of 
the society for the salvation of souls 
and the extension of God’s kingdom 
on earth would largely depend upon 
it. 






In his Anglican days at Graymoor, 
Fr. Paul had given some serious 
thought to the eventual necessity of 








Retreapect 


By Germanus Tomaina, S.A. 











The original St. John’s College at Graymoor, erected through 
the generosity of John Reid. 


such a project, but the struggle of 
his small community to remain alive 
in the face of very real obstacles gave 
him little leisure to plan such a ven- 
ture. It was only a year or two after 
the reception of the Society of the 
Atonement into the Catholic Church 
that the dreams of Fr. Paul began to 
be realized. Up to this point he had 
succeeded in building the small friary 
of St. Paul, and in 1911 he had man- 
aged with the help of loyal benefac- 
tors to build the community chapel of 
St. Francis. Now he began to turn 
seriously to his next important task 

the erection of a junior seminary at 
Graymoor. It was, of course, a logical 
step. He had great confidence in the 
providential mission of the Society he 
had founded. He knew that now that 
it had become a member of the true 
vine of the Church it could not help 
but become fruitful. Hence, he must 
take steps to provide for those mem 
bers who were sure to come in time. 
He must have a seminary to take care 
of their training. 

One factor, however, impeded his 
efforts, a real lack of funds. I: 
for the 


had 


been most part a f-nancial 
struggle to obtain and maintain what 
he already had. With his vow of pov 
erty he had to depend entirely on the 
providence of God and the free-will 


offerings of the faithful. But once 


again the 


Our Lord 

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God 
and His justice, and all these things 
shall be added unto you” was to 
prove true; for it was not long before 
the needed St. Nicholas was to put 
in his appearance at Graymoor. He 


assurance of 


came in December 1911 in the person 
of John Reid, a rather elderly man 
from Waterbury, Conn. 

Mr. Reid paid his first visit to 
Graymoor in the winter of 1910. In 
spite of his seventy years, he arrived 
on foot, apparently traveling in the 
same manner as did the homeless men 
who even at that time were being 
befriended at Graymoor. He remained 
but a few days at the friary. Then 
before leaving he left a dollar with 
Fr. Paul in payment for a year’s sub 
scription to The Lamp—a sum which 
the latter, in view of Mr. Reid’s ob 
vious poverty, accepted only with re 
luctance. 

Toward the end of the following 
summer Mr. Reid again made his ap’ 
pearance at the friary. At this time 
the work on St. Francis’ Chapel was 
moving toward completion. Again 
Mr. Reid remained for a few days, 
at the end of which time he approach 
ed Fr. Paul and offered to purchase 
the large bell needed for the tower 
of the new friary chapel. The Father 
Founder was amazed at the offer of 
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one who was so shabbily dressed and 
who had been the beneficiary of the 
friars charity on his two visits to 
Graymoor. Nevertheless, Mr. Reid 
before leaving placed in Fr. Paul's 
hands the sum of one hundred dol- 
lars, the amount required for the pur- 


if. 


chase of the 2,400 pound bell. 


December of 1911, during the oc- 
tave of the Immaculate Conception, 
saw the elderly gentleman once more 
at Graymoor. It was a few days be- 
fore he was able to see Fr. Paul be- 
cause of the pressing duties which de- 
manded the latter’s attention. At this 
future of Graymoor’s 
needed seminary was assured; for al- 
most out of a clear sky, Mr. Reid ex- 
pressed his desire of handing over 
to the Father Founder the sum of 
$5,000 to be used for the education 
of worthy young men for the priest- 


meeting the 


hood. Such an offer from one so poor 
in appearance demanded an adequate 
and under Fr. Paul's 
questioning the truth gradually came 
to light. 

Mr. Reid, it 
deeply religious man who had adopt- 
ed as his rule of life to spend a mini- 
mum on self and the maximum for 
the things of God. Accordingly, he 
had lived a life of great 
and had accumulated a sizable sum 
which he hoped could be used for 
the education of young men for the 
He had learned of Fr. 
Paul’s fond hope of building a sem- 
inary for such worthy candidates, and 
now he had come to make his con- 
tribution to the Would Fr. 
Paul accept this sum which he had 
saved over all these years? “Very 
well,” said Mr. Reid, “here is fifty 
dollars as a guarantee of my good 
faith, and when I shall return to 
Waterbury, I will send you a check 
for $5,000 to be used for this pur- 
pose.” Sure enough, within two or 
three days after Mr. Reid’s departure 
in amazed and deeply grateful Fr. 
Paul received a check for $5,200. It 
was truly a remarkable step toward 
the fulfillment of his dreams. 

For the rest of the winter which 
followed any actual work on the new 
school had to be deferred. But on 


explanation, 


turned out, was a 


economy 


priest hood. 


cause, 
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A picture of John Reid on one of his visits to Graymoor. 


March 21, 1912, 
of spring, the ground was broken for 
the new seminary on the Mount of 
the Atonement. On that day, the 
Right Reverend Thomas F. Cusack, 
auxiliary bishop of New York, had 
come to Graymoor to confirm a class 


the very first day 


of seven, one of whom was a convert 
Jew. After the Confirmation the bish- 
op and his attendants passed in pro- 
cession from the chapel to the spot 
chosen for the seminary. There Bishop 
Cusack officiated in the 
sprinkling, and 
ground. 
score of homeless men, or Brothers 


blessing, 
incensing of the 
Immediately afterwards a 


Christopher as they have always been 
called at Graymoor, headed by Broth- 
er Anthony, 


proceeded to break 


ground for the seminary which was 
to be called St. John’s in honor of 
the beloved Apostle. Acording to the 
plans made, it was to acommodate 
twenty students. 

Work on the building proceeded 
rather slowly at first because of the 
blasting through solid 
granite, but it went steadily on. In 
the meantime more funds were need- 
ed, of course, and to procure them 
Fr. Paul made use of direct appeals to 
parish congregations. The Lamp re- 
cords but two of these, one in St. 
Paul’s Cathedral in Pittsburgh. His 
appeals for funds, however, were car- 
ried on mainly through the printed 
word. Month after month in the 
pages of The Lamp he would patient- 


necessity of 
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St. John’s College, Graymoor, 


ly and earnestly plead with his sub- 
scribers for ‘financial support of his 
venture. In the October 1912 issue, 
for example, he wrote: “Our readers 

. will readily comprehend how ex- 
ceedingly important in the develop- 
ment of our institute this new build- 
ing is. We are sure a divine blessing 
will rest upon its builders, and for 
those who have faith to value ‘treas- 
ures laid up in Heaven,’ it affords an 
extraordinarily good investment.” As 
an inducement to his subscribers, the 
editor promised those who contrib- 
uted that their names would be 
recorded in a handsomely bound book 
and that they would be remembered 
forever in a Mass which would be 
daily said for them. 

Fr. Paul’s appeals were not in vain, 
for his readers came generously to his 
aid. The necessary money was pro 
cured, and the school was completed 
by the summer of 1913. Besides the 
chapel, classrooms, and dormitory for 
the students, the building had one 
floor reserved for the novices. In addi- 
tion to the kitchen and pantry, it con- 
tained four different refectories: one 
for the friars, one for the students, 
another for guests, and one for the 
Brothers Christopher. 

On September 8 of that year, the 
Nativity of Our Blessed Lady, the 
school year was officially begun with 
but four students in attendance. It 


as it is today. 


was a humble beginning, indeed, but 
it was not to be long before plans had 
to be made for a new addition because 
of the increase in applications. The 
very next year the necessary addition 
was made, and this was to meet the 
needs for the next five years. 

It is amusing to read the annals for 
this period in the, back numbers of 
The Lamp. Once Fr. Paul makes an 
appeal for a cow to supply milk for 
the students. At other times he re- 
ports on the concerts given by the 





The Mother of a Priest 


God bless you, Mother, 
For indeed you are 

Just like our Mary 
The Morning Star. 

And bright you'll shine 
At Heaven's feast, 

Like the Blessed Mother 
Of Christ the Priest. 
For you gave to the world 

A gift unpriced, 
A priest anointed 
Another Christ. 
And e’er the saints will whisper 
From greatest unto least, 
“Behold a blessed woman 
The Mother of a Priest.” 


FR. CLEMENT S. A. 











student orchestra and of the parts 
taken by each in the periodic school 
plays and entertainments. Again he 
tells of their baseball games with op: 
ponents of superior ability, the score 
of one game being 27 to 3. Amusing 
as some of the annals are, they reveal 
what a wonderful spirit of Franciscan 
simplicity, poverty, and joy prevailed 
under the roof of St. John’s Sem: 
inary. 

As the year 1919 approached so 
numerous were the applicants that it 
was decided at Graymoor to double 
the size of the college. The first step 
in this direction was the summoning 
to Graymoor of Mr. Maginnis, of 
the well-known firm of Maginnis and 
Walsh, who arrived for consultation 
in February of that year. The excel: 
lent work that these men had done 
at Boston College and then 
doing at the Sulpician Seminary at 
the Catholic University strongly in 
fluenced Fr. Paul in their favor. Of 
course, the finished product of the 
seminary at Graymoor was in no way 
comparable to what Maginnis and 
Walsh accomplished in Boston and 
Washington, but it must be remem’ 
bered that Mr. Maginnis had very 
little to work on. He had to make 
the enlargement correspond to the 
half already existing, and at the same 
time make his plans conform to the 
strict ideals of Franciscan poverty. 
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The cornerstone for the new add: 
tion was laid by Fr. Paul in Septem 
her, 1919, on the feast of the Holy 
Name of Mary. Again the work got 
ff to a start 


necessary 





slow because of th 


extensive excavation. But 
mce this was taken care of, the work 
on the $25,000 enlargement proceed 
ed more rapidly. The invaluable as 
sistance given by the Brothers Chris 
topher 
the readers of The Lamp made pos- 
sible the building of the larger St. 
John’s. Thus, by the fall of 1920 it 
was substantially completed in the 
form in which it is found today. 


and the generous response by 


In the years which followed the 
enlargement of the seminary, St. 
John’s was filled to capacity with 
students for the priesthood. Indeed, 
in some years room was so scarce that 
accommodations for students had to 
be made in other buildings at Gray- 
moor.The lean years of the depression 
following the crash of 1929 prevented 
a newer and better building from be- 
ing erected to take care of them. The 
world with its great 
drainage of man power in a negative 
way made it possible for the college 


second war 





to take care of the smaller enrollment. 
At the present writing as things are 
returning more nearly to normal, the 
curtain is falling on the role of St. 
John’s as a seminary. 

After many faithful years of serv- 
ice to the society, after being a real 
alma mater and a beloved home for 
over a hundred priests and priests-to- 
be of the Society of the Atonement. 
St. John’s must at last give way to 
the needs of a growing society. It has 
outlived its usefulness, and now at the 
end of the present year it will trans- 
fer its name, its faculty and students 
toa much larger and better seminary 
at Montour Falls, N. Y. It will be 
with a feeling of nostalgia that her 
former students will witness this 
change, but in it they will see an- 
other milestone in the progress of 
their beloved Society. In humble grat- 
itude they will recognize in this step 
a partial fulfillment of God's cove- 
fant with their Father Founder that 
“He would multiply his children as 
the sands of the seashore and the 
tars of the firmament.” 
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PRAYER FOR THE HOLY YEAR 





Composed by His Holiness Pope Pius XII 


ALMIGHTY and eternal God, with our whole soul we thank Thee 
for the great gift of the Holy Year. 

HEAVENLY Father, Thou Who seest all things, Who searchest 
and dost guide the hearts of men, make them responsive, in this time 
of grace and salvation, to the voice of Thy Son. 

MAY the Holy Year be for all men a year of purification and 
sanctification, of interior life and reparation, the year of the great return 
and of the great pardon. 

BESTOW on those who are suffering persecution for the Faith 
Thy spirit of fortitude, to unite them inseparably with Christ and His 
Church. 

PROTECT, O Lord, the Vicar of Thy Son on earth, together with 
all bishops, priests, religious, and all the faithful. Vouchsafe that all, 
both priests and laity, the young, the mature, and the old, intimately 
in thought and affection, may become as a solid rock, against which 
the fury of Thy enemies will break in vain. 

MAY Thy grace enkindle in all men love for the many unfortunate 
people whom poverty and misery reduce to a condition of life unworthy 
of human beings. 

AROUSE in the hearts of those who call Thee “Father” a hunger 
and thirst for social justice and for fraternal charity in deeds and in 
truth. 

“GRANT, O Lord, peace in our days’—peace to souls, peace to 
families, peace to our country, peace among nations. May the rainbow 
of peace cover with the sweep of its serene light the Land sanctified 
by the life and passion of Thy Divine Son. 

GOD of all consolation! Deep is our misery, grave are our faults, 
countless our needs. But greater still is our trust in Thee. Conscious of 
cur unworthiness, we lovingly place our lot in Thy hands, uniting our 
weak prayers to the intercession and the merits of the most glorious 
Virgin Mary and all the Saints. 

GRANT to the sick, resignation and health; to young men the 
strength that is born of faith; to young girls, the gift of purity; to 
fathers, prosperity and holiness for their families; to mothers, success 
in their mission of rearing their children; to orphans, afiectionate pro- 
tection; to the refugees and prisoners, their fatherland; and to all men 
Thy grace, in preparation for and in pledge of the unending happiness 
of heaven. Amen. 


INDULGENCES 
A partial indulgence of seven years as often as recited. 
A plenary indulgence under the usual conditions, if recited daily for a month. 
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N a brief address voicing a welcome to Dr. Desai, new- 
ly appointed Minister of India to the Vatican, Pope 
Pius appealed to all non-Communist nations, regard- 

less of their religion, to coordinate their efforts and fight 
Communism in all its manifestations It is a sorry char- 
acteristic of our times, he declared, “that there prevails 
in not a few places a concept of life and society that is 
vitiated by an excess of materialism or perverted by an 
outright denial of spiritual values. 

“Hence it becomes all the more necessary and urgent 
that the rulers of states and peoples who recognize in 
the supremacy of the spirit over matter one of the fun- 
damental laws of their existence and the groundwork of 
their hope for the future should join their forces of indi- 
vidual and collective vigilance to stem the tide of mater- 
ialism, which must needs overflow in a spirit of violence 
and servitude, by erecting the barricade required to keep 
the moral patrimony of mankind intact.” 

ea & @ 

At the convent of the Salesian Sisters in Seville, Spain, 
last month, death claimed Mother Francis Borgia, who, 
before she entered the convent was the Countess de Al- 
dama. 

The passing of the titled nun recalls the unusual 
history of the noted Aldama family, all of whose mem- 
bers entered religious life. 

Mother Francis Borgia is survived by her husband, 
who entered the Jesuit Order after the couple had agreed 
to separate and accept the religious calling. He sang his 
first Mass in the same convent where his wife died. 

The two daughters of Mother Francis Borgia had 
meanwhile entered the Order of the Handmaids of Jesus, 
while her three sons became priests, one of whom, Father 
Antonio M. de Aldama, is at present the Secretary Gen- 
eral of the Jesuit Order and resides in Rome. 

* * * * 

Rev. Daniel Harrington, pastor of the Church of the 
Sacred Heart, Ronan, Montana, has been appointed spir- 
itual director of the North American College in Rome. He 
succeeds Msgr. Charles E. Fitzgerald of New Rochelle, 
N. Y., who had held the position since 1934. 

* es € @ 

At its fifth session during the third week in June, the 
United Nations Commission engaged in drawing up a 
covenant on Human Rights to be obligatory on all nations 
accepting the finished document, adopted verbatim the 
18th Article on religious freedom as passed by the Gen- 


eral Assembly last December. This asserts the right of 
everyone to freedom of thought, conscience and religion, 
the right to change one’s religion and to manifest it in 
private and public. 

The Commission, however, rejected a proposal to 
include among declared human rights that of parents t 
determine the religious education of their children. The 
essential purpose of the proposal was to protect the family 
against interference by the State in its religious life and 
to proclaim the right of the parents to obey the natural 
law. 

ss 6 6 

A most unique and valuable stamp collection is now 
on its way for presentation to the Holy Father in Rome. 
Msgr. Ferdinand Cech, of St. Wenceslaus’ Church, La 
Crosse, Wis., has been gathering the treasure for over 
thirty years. The collection shows that God the Father 
has been honored on stamps from Greece, Brazil and 
Liberia; that God the Son has been pictured in various 
ways: His Nativity on stamps from Italy, Estonia and 
Hungary, His Resurrection on a stamp from Easter Island, 
Christ the Teacher on stamps from Italy, Cyrenaica and 
Tripoli, the Eucharist on a San Salvador issue, and the 
Sacred Heart on a stamp from Bolivia. A representa: 
tion of the Holy Ghost is on a Brazilian stamp. 

Monsignor Cech found that the Blessed Virgin has 
been honored on some 200 stamps issued in more than 
22 countries. Argentina, for example, has honored her as 
the Star of the Sea; Bolivia as the Eucharistic Madonna; 
Colombia as the Madonna; and Luxembourg as the Com: 
forter of the Afflicted. 

Among the saints picture on stamps are St. Gabriel, on 
44 stamps from 16 countries; St. Peter, on stamps from 
Malta and Greece; St. Sebastian, on Belgian stamps; St. 
Olaf, on Norwegian stamps, and SS. Cyril and Methodius, 
on stamps from Czechoslovakia. 

* * * * 

Very Rev. Father Thomas Plassman, O.F.M., for 
many years president of St. Bonaventure’s College, Alle 
gheny, N. Y., has been named Provincial of the Holy 
Name Province of the Order of Friars Minor. The Prov 
ince includes nearly fifty Franciscan friaries located 
throughout the Eastern Seaboard and in Florida, Colorado, 
Brazil and China. 

‘et ¢ © 

That the spirit of charity flows at full tide in the 

city of Charleston in South Carolina, is evident in the 
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way the good folk of that city responded to a real need 
in the French town of Flers de l’Orne. In place of a 
donkey and cart which the Little Sisters of the Poor of 
Flers de l’'Orne, France, have been using for years to 
collect food, clothing and other articles for the poor, the 
Charlestonians, as the result of a public subscription, are 
ending a new Chevrolet truck to the nuns. 
ee € 9 

Announcement has been made of the appointment 
as Apostolic Vicar of Egypt of Most Rev. John of Capis- 
tran Cayer, O.F.M., Titular Bishop-elect of Cissi and 
presently Provincial of the Friars Minor in Montreal, 
Canada. 

The Vicariate of Egypt is one of the Latin Near East 
Apostolic Vicariates. On this territory—at Damiette—St. 
Francis of Assisi landed on his mission to the Near East. 
The total of the Latin-Rite faithful of Egypt amounts to 
110,000, of whom only 11,C00 are of Egyptian nation- 
ality. 

* * * * 

The Most Rev. Arthur Hughes, titular Archbishop 
 Aprus and Apostolic Internuncio to Egypt, died at 
his parents’ home at Ewel, England, on July 12 at the 
age of 47. A convert to the Faith, he had been a mem- 
ber of the White Fathers for twenty-five years, most of 
which time he served on the missions in Africa. 

One of the most widely known members of the Au- 
gustinian Order, Father Mortimer A. Sullivan, died at 
Atlantic City Hospital on July 13. A native of Lawrence, 
Mass., he entered the Augustinian Order in 1904 and was 
ordained in Rome in 1909. At the time of his death he 
was serving a second term as Provincial of the Eastern 
Province of his order. 

Dr. Douglas Hye, first President of Ireland, died in 
Dublin on July 12 at the age of 88 years. Loved and 
admired by all classes in Ireland for his patriotism and 
sholarly attainments, Dr. Hyde will be long and grate- 
fully remembered for his work in preserving the Gaelic 
language. 

* * *k & 

The Congregation of the Holy Office in a decree 
published in the Acta Apostolicae Sedis last month di- 
rects the Catholic clergy throughout the world to bar 
from the Sacraments those who “knowingly and freely” 
enlist in or support the Communist party and read, or 
write in any kind of publication in support of Commu 
nist doctrine or activity. 

Roman Catholics will now know that by merely re- 
maining in the Communist party as passive or active mem- 
bers they will automatically ban themselves from the 
Church. 

* * & * 

A group of Protestant clergymen and laymen in Bal- 
timore have formed an organization to be known as the 
Christian School Association of Maryland for the estab- 
lishment of day (parochial) schools in Baltimore and 
Vicinity. Every subject offered at the schools will be 
‘taught in the light of the Christian world-view,” an 
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announcement said. Each member of the new association 
will sign a brief statement attesting his sympathy with the 
aims of the group. 

* * *& * 

It seems that a member of the American Association 
for the Advancement of Atheism wrote to the mayor of 
Himeji in Japan, to warn the city against receiving Cath- 
olic missionaries. He told Mayor Iwami, who happens to 
be a Buddhist, that many countries in the past adopted 
Catholicism and later regretted it, that there is no hu- 
man freedom where the Catholic Church rules, and 
that there is also invariably great poverty “because the 
Catholic Church knows how to take money from the 
poor.” He then tried to sell atheism as the typical Amer- 
ican faith by informing the Japanese that Abraham Lin- 
coln, Thomas Jefferson, and Benjamin Franklin repudi- 
ated the idea of God. 

Wrote Mayor Iwami in rebuttal: “Here in Japan we 
still labor under the misgiving that these founders of the 
United States were God-fearing men. You tell us we are 
wrong. But why then did Lincoln in his Gettysburg Ad- 
dress resolve ‘that this nation under God, shall have a 
new birth of freedom’? And how could Jefferson be so 
remiss as to write in the Declaration of Independence that 
all men* are endowed by their Creator with certain un- 
alienable rights’? How was Franklin in his right mind 
when he wrote that ‘God helps them that help them- 
selves’? 

“T think that these contradictory statements need clar- 
ification. Could you tell me, why your last two Presidents 
do not follow these so-called atheistic founders of the 
country? President Roosevelt sent a message to Congress 
on January 6, 1941, wherein he asked for freedom for 
every person to worship God in his own way—every 
where in the world. And President Truman often talks 
publicly about God and implores his help . 
you are right, all these men are fools. 

“Notwithstanding the help your country has given 
us, Japan is still suffering from the effects of the war 
... Bereft of their age-old ideals, our souls are buffeted 
by the winds of despondency and uncertainty. A chasm 
has been created in them which we now seek to fill with 
some higher ideal, some common bond with-all mankind. 

“We abhor the evils that brought us to our fall: 
haughty and ignorant racialism, military dictatorship, fet- 
tering of religious worship. To many of us it seems that 
the enemies of the former regime were at all times our 
true if unknown friends. And at the hands of the military 
no organization has suffered so unremittingly and cruelly 
as the Catholic Church. And yet her missionaries persist- 
ed in coming to our shores, driven by some strange ideal, 
rather to die than disobey their Master's command. I have 
witnessed them in Manchuria where they enjoyed greater 
freedom than in Japan. They take care of abandoned 
children, of the aged and infirm. Nobody, not even a ban- 
dit, leaves their church without a kind word, some food 
or clothing. To give everything away is certainly a strange 
method of getting rich.” 


. . Surely, if 
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St. Paul’s Friary and St. Francis chapel at Graymoor 
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HIS year we celebrated the 
feast of Our Lady of the 


Atonement, July 9th, in the 
traditional way with a Solemn Mass 
at her outdoor shrine on the Convent 
grounds just off the main road. We 
are fortunate. We have the happy 
privilege of a special Mass and Office 
of Our Lady of the Atonement. In 
years gone by when the feast was 
first instituted we used to say the 
Mass and Office from the Common of 
the Blessed Mother. But last year our 
own Mass and Office were finally 
approved for the use of the Society 
of the Atonement by the Sacred Con- 
gregation of Rites. 

The lovely Mass, as Fr. Robert 
O'Farrell, S.A., brought out in his 
eloquent sermon, stresses the fact that 
Mary of the Atonement is the 
Mother of Sorrows and the Mother 
of Unity. The Oration of the Mass 
is particularly beautiful and appro- 
priate to our work. It follows: 

Let Us Pray 

O God, Who dost bring together 
those who have been dispersed, and 
dost safeguard those whom Thou hast 
brought together, we beseech Thee by 


the intercession of the Blessed Virgin 

Mary, graciously pour the grace of 

unity upon Thy Church 

Christ, Our Lord. Amen. 
* * k * 

The Father General, Very Rev. Fr. 
Angelus, S.A., officiated at the cloth- 
ing of seven novices, two clerics and 
five lay-brothers at our Novitiate in 
Saranac Lake. Fr. Andrew Lewis, 
who was elected Novice Master at 
the recent General Chapter, acted as 
master of ceremonies. Clothings, pro- 
and other duties of the 
Novice Master are no novelty to Fr. 
Andrew. He was Novice Master be- 
fore. In fact, it was he who made the 
foundation at Saranac Lake in 1940. 
During the past year Fr. Andrew was 
in charge of the Washington observ- 
ance of the Chair of Unity Octave. 
Last February he was assigned to 
assist Father David at Montour Falls. 
He was doing parochial work in 
Hereford, Texas, at the time he was 
elected Novice Master. 

Joseph Kilkelly and John Traenkle, 
the two recent graduates of St. John’s 
at Graymoor, will be known in relig- 
ion as Fra. Columban and Fra. Mark, 


through 


fessions, 


respectively. The lay brothers clothed 
with the holy habit were: Leo Me 
Guckin, Bro. Alexis; Matthew 
Walsh, Bro. Norbert; Robert Swan- 
tek, Bro. Benedict Joseph; Michael 
Martiello, Bro. Ephraim, and Whit- 
tier Griswold, Bro. Conrad. 
* * *k & 

When our Father Founder, Fr. 
Paul James Francis, $.A., was thirty 
years old, the time seemed ripe for 
him to begin the work he had been 
inspired in childhood to do—found a 
preaching order in the Episcopal 
Church. Part of his hope was to e¢ 
tablish a missionary community of 
Sisters also. From time to time as he 
thought of the matter, the question of 
a name for the new society troubled 
him. He was sure only of one thing. 
The name, whatever it was, would 
have to be connected in some way 
with the Cross and the Sacrifice of 
Calvary. And therein lay the chief 
difficulty. All of the names he could 
think of were already taken. Father 
deliberated and prayed for months 
but the difficulty remained unsolved. 

Finally, inspired by the example 
of St. Francis of Assisi, he opened 
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the Sacred Scriptures at random three 
times in honor of God the Father, the 
Son, and the Holy Spirit. The second 
time he opened his Bible, Father's 
eyes fell on the text, “We joy in God 
through our Lord, Jesus Christ, by 
Whom 


Atonement.” 


have received the 

The word stood 
out, to use his own expression, “as in 
letters of gold.” That was what the 
new society should be called—the So- 
ciety of the Atonement. 


we now 


last 


Father Founder hastened from the 
Church over to his rectory and there 
copied the three texts on a sheet of 
linen paper. As he held 
paper in his hand, rereading what he 


note the 
had written, an interior voice, inaudi- 
ble, but quite distinct, said, “You will 
have to wait seven years for this to 
be realized.” This event occurred on 
the Seventh Sunday after Pentecost 
in 1893. 

Just seven years later, on the Fri- 
day of the Seventh week after Pente- 
cost, Fr. Paul knelt at the feet of the 
Episcopal Bishop Colman of Dela- 
ware before a beautifully decorated 
altar in a large white tent on the very 
top of the Mount of the Atonement. 
There, in the presence of the whole 
community, he made public profes- 
sion of his three religious vows of 
poverty, chastity, and obedience. 

In the seven years that elapsed 





A class of First Communicants prepared by Fr. Dominic Kenny, S.A., at Lulu 
Island, British Columbia. 


from the time he received the name 
of the Society and the time that Fr. 
Paul made his profession much had 
happened. Fr. Paul had met Mother 
Lurana; the foundation at Graymoor 
had been made; the Mount of the 
Atonement had been purchased. Some 
of his plans were now realized. The 
first life’s 
begun. 


stage of his work was 


All of the members of the Society 
celebrate the Seventh Week after 





The “graduation” class at the Father Paul Memorial School in Kinston, N. C. 
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Pentecost, calling it Atonement Week 
in commemoration of these happy 
events. The celebration is traditional. 
We begin with Forty Hours Devo- 
tion at St. John’s in the Wilderness, 
the first Church the Society ever had, 
and then on the anniversary of the 
Father Founder’s profession we have 
an outdoor Mass on the top of the 
Mountain at the Shrine of Our Lady 
of the Atonement which now marks 
the spot where the profession altar 
stood so long ago. 
* * * * 

The Father Paul Memorial School 
in Kinston, N. C., opened for the 
first time last fall with forty-eight 
pupils in the kindergarten and first 
and second grades. Of these, thirteen 
were Catholics; the others, non-Cath- 
olic. Recently the twenty-one kinder- 
garten children were “graduated” in 
cap and gown with appropriate cere- 
monies before an appreciative audi- 
ence of their relatives and friends. 

The school is staffed by Sister 
Adorers of the Most Precious Blood 
whose Motherhouse is in Gethsemane, 
Columbia, Pa. Sr. Imelda and Sr. 
Maureen, the teachers at Kinston, 
deserve the highest of compliments 
on the excellent work that they have 
done, both with the children and with 
the children’s parents. Through their 
unselfish efforts, anti-Catholic preju- 
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dices and misunderstandings are be- 
ing dissipated, and many are being 
brought to a knowledge of Christ’s 
truth. Already four converts to the 
faith have been made. 

Fr. Sebastian Simko, the pastor of 
Our Lady of the Atonement Mission 
to which the Father Paul Memorial 
School is attached, announces that he 
expects his enrollment to reach sixty 
when he adds the third grade next 
fall. 

* * * & 

We are publishing a letter from 
Fr. David Gannon, S.A., formerly 
pastor of Our Lady of the Atonement 
Mission, Kinston, N. C., who is now 
superior at Montour Falls, N. Y. Fr. 
David made the foundation there just 
about a year ago, and now is in com- 
plete charge of all plans and opera- 
tions on the seminary building. He 
has promised us two articles, one for 
September on the story of Cook 
Academy, as the property was for- 
merly known, and the second for Oc- 
tober on the coming of the Friars to 
Montour Falls. Together with the 
article by Fr. Germanus in this issue 
we shall have a complete up-to-date 
history of our preparatory Seminary 
from the time it was founded. 

‘ee 4 8 

Although every priest and cleric in 
the Society is happy that our fine, 
large, well-equipped seminary at 
Montour Falls will soon be opened, 
nevertheless we all feel a certain 
amount of nostalgic sadness that the 
old St. John’s at Graymoor is to be 
closed. We all have a great love and 
affection for it. The old place was 
never adequate. It was always too 
small. We never had a proper library, 
or a proper laboratory, or a proper 
recreation room. Something was al- 
ways wrong with it. We used to say 
that St. John’s was held together by 
three nails and a coat of paint. If the 
plaster wasn’t falling down, the show- 
ers didn’t work; if the roof didn’t 
leak, the radiators were plugged up; 
if the plumbing was giving satisfac- 
tory service, cold winds were blowing 
through chinks in the walls. 

But we loved the place. By ingenu- 
ity and resourcefulness we made it 
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GRAYMOOR IN THE ETERNAL CITY 








A distinguished Churchman is welcomed to San Onofrio by our 
Friars in Rome. 





Fr. Bonaventure, S.A., converses with Cardinal Tisserant. 
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do. We all began our training there, 
and despite its physical failings the 
old St. John’s gave us a good educa- 
tion and fostered a strong family 
spirit among us. 

Our new students will have the 
very best of equipment at Montour 
Falls but many of us wonder if they 
will have the fun and carefree happi- 
ness we oldtimers enjoyed at Gray- 
moor 


a 


At the kind invitation of the Most 
Reverend James A. McNulty, Aux- 
iliary Bishop of Newark, the St. Mar- 
garet of Scotland Guild will hold its 
Eighth Annual Convention in St. 
Bridget’s Auditorium, Newark N. J., 
from August 25-28. Delegates from 
the nine Provinces, from Chicago, 
New York, New Jersey, Detroit, Buf- 
falo, Rochester, Montreal, Toronto, 
Cleveland, Pittsburgh, Boston, and 
Philadelphia will attend. Mass will be 
said for the delegates every morning 
in St. Bridget’s Church. Thursday 
evening there will be a Holy Hour; 
Friday evening, Stations of the Cross; 
Saturday, the Little Office of the 
Blessed Virgin; and a _ concluding 
Holy Hour on Sunday. 

St. Margaret’s Guild, which was 
founded in 1938, has approximately 
11,000 members. Under the direction 
of Fr. Colman Gallacher, S.A., a na- 
tive of Greenoch on the Clyde, the 
Guild has been a tremendous power 
for good. Through its program and 
efforts during the past years almost 
five hundred careless and lapsed 
Catholics have been brought back to 
their faith, many bad marriages have 
been rectified, and several converts 
have been made. The Guild is very 
active in fostering vocations to the 
priesthood and the religious life. Fifty 
three members have already entered 
religion; six of them are now Sisters 
of the Atonement. 

St. Margaret’s Guild has been of 
great help to Graymoor. Its members 
loyally support our activities and 
through the St. Margaret of Scotland 
Burses have aided us substantially in 
educating our men for the priesthood. 
We are very grateful. 
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GRAYMOOR IN JAPAN 








Our Friars are popular with the youngsters. 
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From our earliest days at Gray- 
moor Tertiary Brothers have been 
associated with us in our work. These 
men are members of the Third Order 
of St. Francis who desire to live the 
life of a religious but who, for one 
reason or another, do not wish to 
take vows. They wear the brown 
habit of the community, girded at 
the waist with a white cord, but with- 
out the hood, or the crucifix, or the 
beads. They take their regular part 
in the community religious exercises. 
Many have been with us for years 
and have given us invaluable service 
and help. 

Very Rev. Fr. Angelus, the Supe- 
rior General of the Society, strongly 
desires to have many more Tertiary 
Brothers join us. Any man who 
yearns for the peace and quiet of a 
monastery and the opportunity to 
give his life to God should write to 
the Very Rev. Fr. General, S.A., 
Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. The re- 
quirements are simple: normally good 
health and a recommendation from 
one’s pastor and place of business. 


* * * 


One exasperating aspect of publish- 
ing a magazine such as the Lamp is 
that you seldom know how well or 
how badly you are pleasing or dis- 
pleasing your subscribers. Once in 
a while someone who objects to some- 
thing said in one of the articles 
writes in a protest, and once in a great 
while—and believe us when we say 
a great while 
compliment an author on some of his 
work. Every so often we do receive 
letters praising the magazine in gen- 
eral, but we never get a letter telling 
us precisely what you would like to 
see in the Lamp. And how we would 
appreciate such letters! They would 
help us immensely. So if you have a 
spare moment drop us a line. Would 
you like more stories? Do you find the 
questions and answers interesting and 
instructive? Is there any particular 
subject you would like to see treated 
in our articles? Let us know. 


someone writes in to 
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Uncompleted Burses at Graymoor 


St. MARGARET OF SCOTLAND: Newark Group, $523.52; Brooklyn 
Group, $2,500; Through Father A., $10. Total $7,049.71. 

ST. JubE: LA., Mich., $1; R.C., N. Y., $1; L.C., N. Y., $1; J.C., 
N. Y., $1; A.S., W. Va., $1; G.J., Mass., $1; M.B., Ohio, $2; E.B., 
N. ¥., $2: J.K., La., $1; T.B., N. ¥., $2; Mes. J. P.. N. Y., $1. Total 
$4,350.40. 

St. Francis: Mrs. M.M., N. Y., $1; 
$3,882.55. 

St. JOSEPH: Mrs. C.R., N. H., $1; Mrs. B., Pa., $1; Mrs. M.B., 
Ohio, $50. Total $3,618.69. 

St. Ann: C.C., Mass., $3; B.A., N. Y., $1; F.T., Pa., $1; F.S., 
N. Y., $1. Total $3,248.15. 

St. FRANCIS XAVIER: Mrs. J.P., N. Y., $1. Total $2,735.10. 

St. CHRISTOPHER: H.D., N. Y., $2.50; S.K., Pa., $1; A.B., N. J., 
$1; Wr. &., La., $1; M.E., N. Y., $1; C.T., Pa., $1; E.C., N. Y., $1; 
C.T., N. Y., $2; E.W., N. Y., $1; P.S., Conn., $1. Total $2,379.65 


Our Lapy oF PERPETUAL HELP: Anon., $2. Total $2,094.05. 


LITTLE FLOWER: Anon., $13; Anon., $1; Anon., $34; Miss H.P., 
Calif., $1; M.G., N. Y., $2. Total $2,207.78. 


Our LaDy OF THE ATONEMENT: M.K., $1; Ajl., Mass., $3: Ajl., 
Mass., $1; M.N., N. Y., $1; Ajl., Mass., $1; Mrs. B.E., Pa., $1: Ajl., 
Mass., $1; M.O., Maine, $2. Total $1,732.39. 


REVEREND FATHER PAUL: Mrs. J.P., N. Y., $1. Total $1,531.05. 

Sr. Rita: Miss M.McL., N. Y., $5. Total $1,384.50. 

INFANT OF PRAGUE: J.P., Mass., $2; Miss M.B., N. J., $5: S., 
N. Y., $1. Total $1,031.35. 

BLESSED SACRAMENT: Mrs. E.McC., $1. Total $540.83. 

St. ANTHONY: Anon., $1; Mrs. J.P., N. Y., $1; Miss L.H., Ill, 
$1. Total $524.40. 

BLESSED MARTIN DE Porres: Anon., $3.25; M.M., Ill., $5. Total 
$293.03. 

Hoty FaMiILy: W.McM., Conn., $2. Total $251. 

St. FRANCES CABRINI: C.C., Mass., $3. Total $217.95. 

SacrED Heart: H.D., N. Y., $2.50; A.P., N. Y., $1; Miss J.C., 
Mass., $50; A.A., N. Y., $3.50; J.R., N. Y., $1; J.L., Pa., $1; M.W., 
Wis., $1; A.M., Miss., $2; E.F., Mass., $1; F.F., N. Y., $2; W.M., Ind., 
$2; G.B., N. Y., $1; J.McM., $5; Mrs B., N. Y., $5; Mrs. L.M., N. Y., 
$1; S., N. Y., $1; Mrs. W., N. Y., $3; Miss P.S., N. Y., $5; B., N. Y., 
$1. Total $161.70. 

Our Lapy oF Fatima: Miss A.C., Va., $1; Anon., $1. Total 
$154.62. 

ALL Saints: A.A., N. Y., $3.25. Total $129.10. 

St. GERARD MAJELLA: A.A., N. Y., $3.25. Total $94.93. 


St. BRIDGET OF IRELAND: Mrs. J.P., N. Y. $1. Total $91.45. 


M.R., Mass., $2. Total 




















UM) 
get 
ward to t 
a good \ 
work, ha 
of fun, | 
to school 
face with 
thinking 
you going 
are you | 
do you vw 
uate? 
Several 
have thou 
idea of 
God's tri 
Christ ap] 
the idea 
you were 
plenty of 
Now, | 
you wond 
the first t 
then you 1 
First yo 
you in fin 
suited for 
give you 
do the Wo 
that your 
Then yx 
elf to find 
tor the pr 
ilew que 
swers, 
Are you 
toad health 
Mod becau 


Ajl., 





Ajl., 


{ tal 


La 
LW., 
Ind., 
2 


T tal 


UMMER is fast coming to a 

close. It was good last June to 

get out of school and look for- 
ward to the long vacation. And it was 
a good vacation. You did a bit of 
work, had a lot of leisure and a lot 
of fun, But now you are going back 
to school and that brings you face to 
face with the questign that you were 
thinking about last May. What are 
you going to do with yourself? What 
are you going to school for? What 
do you want to be when you grad- 
uate? 

Several times in the past years you 
have thought of being a priest. The 
idea of saying Mass, of preaching 
God’s truth, of winning souls for 
Christ appealed to you. But you put 
the idea aside because you thought 
you were too young or that you had 
plenty of time to weigh it later on. 

Now, here it is back again, and 
you wonder just what to do. Well, 
the first thing you do is pray; and 
then you think. 































First you pray that God will guide 
you in finding the state in life best 
ited for you. You pray that He will 
give you the grace and courage to 
do the work and make the sacrifices 
that your state in life calls for. 

Then you think. You study your- 
elf to find out if you are fit material 
lor the priesthood. You ask yourself 
i few questions and check the an- 
swers, 

Are you normally healthy? Normal 
od health is necessary for the priest- 
ttod because very often the work is 





physically taxing. Missionaries espe- 
cially must be strong in body because 
of the inconveniences and hardships 
they inevitably meet. You don’t have 
to be a Tarzan or a Superman, but 
you must be robust. 

Do you have a good character? Are 
you pretty careful of your religious 
duties? Do you go to Confession and 
Communion regularly? If you have 
the chance do you like to serve at 
the altar? In a word, do your parents 
ind your pastor think you are a good 
boy? Not a goody-goody, but a real, 
manly boy who practices his religion 
faithfully. The priesthood is a holy 
state and demands simple, solid piety 
of those who aspire to it. 

Do you make out fairly well in 
school? You don’t have to be a genius 
or a bookworm, but you do need an 
appreciation for learning and the 
ability to cope with the rather rugged 
course of studies. If you usually have 
an average of C or better (75% up) 
that’s You will have to 
study hard, of course, but you won’t 
find the studies too difficult. 

Do you like to study, or- 
the question better 


sufficient. 


to phrase 
does your school 
work interest you? A priest’s life is 
one of continual study. If reading 
and writing and studying, even 
though they are hard, hold your in- 
terest you need never worry about 
failing a seminary examination. 
Finally, and this is the big ques- 
tion, do you WANT to be a priest? 
Does the thought of offering to the 
King of Kings and the Lord of Lords 





Do Iz 





Now!” 


everything you have, your youth, 
your vigor, your mind, your body, 
your heart, and your soul, stir you? 
Does the picture of yourself preach- 
ing God’s truth, saying God’s Mass, 
and placing the Bread of Angels on 
the tongues of God’s people thrill 
you through and through? 

There you have the questions to 
ask yourself. If your answer is a 
definite “Yes” your place is in the 
seminary and, young as you are, you 
should make arrangements to start 
right away. If you are not sure, you 
should look into the matter further. 

In the Society of the Atonement 
men from all over the world band 
together to do the work of the Lord. 
Primarily our work is Christian Unity. 
We labor to fulfill Christ’s prayer at 
the Last Supper, “That all may be 
one.” We do all kinds of different 
things. Some of us teach. Some are 
missionaries in the United States, 
Canada, and Japan. Some of us work 
in radio, or in writing and publish- 
ing. Others preach missions in various 
churches throughout the land. 

God knows that priests are needed 
today as never before. The fields are 
white for the harvest. Thousands and 
thousands of souls are clamoring for 
the truth—the Catholic truth—that 
will make men happy and free. God 
needs thousands of priests to preach 
and teach that truth. Will YOU be 
of that glorious number? 

For further information write: 

THE DIRECTOR OF VOCATIONS 

Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 









Dear Father Samuel: 


In response to your inquiry as to 
how things are progressing here, there 
is much to tell. However, it is all good 
news replete with hope and progress. 
We are still in the state of demolition 
prior to the final renovation (of this 
old waste place). The contractors 
have 70 men working throughout the 
building. The big wooden staircases 
are being moved and two spiral stair 
cases made of steel and concrete are 
replacing them. Although very few 
structural changes are necessary new 
wiring and plumbing are imperative. 
The former auditorium of the school 
is being renovated for the Enthrone- 
ment of our Eucharistic King. It will 
be a worthy abode for Him as is only 
fitting. This chapel will be for the 
use of the students only. The fourth 
floor will be the friary floor with a 
lovely chapel and 10 altars for the 
celebration of daily Mass by the friar 
professors. We have accommodations 
to house 158 students plus the fac- 
ulty. The students will live in dormi- 
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Our new St. John’s Seminary at Montour Falls, N. Y. 


tories accommodating 4 to 15. There 
are also accommodations for Brothers 
on the fifth floor. 

The Brothers and I have been here 
since the feast of the Stigmata of St. 
Francis, September 17th last. Clean- 
ing up the place was a stupendous 
task in all 7 months. The contractors 
took possession last May and the work 
is progressing very nicely. There have 
been many hardships and disappoint- 
ments which were outweighed by 
greater blessings. Of course, Father, 
the renovation of this building is cost- 
ing the friars more money than we 
anticipated spending but a new junior 
seminary has been a great need for 
years. We are going ahead relying on 
the never-failing providence of Al- 
mighty God for we will never prog- 
ress if our horizon is narrowed down 
to a bank balance. Please bring these 
needs before the Lamp readers. 

I know that they will help us to 
defray the expenses. We need 13 al- 
tars, stained glass windows, vest- 
ments, candlesticks, books, desks, beds, 


just about everything. Anyone of 





these can be given as a memorial of 
a loved one or in gratitude to God for 
blessings received. The Lamp readers 
will not fail us. Our beloved foun: 
der, Father Paul, took all his finan 
cial problems to what he called the 
Lamp Army and they always re 
sponded generously. In my own ex: 
perience in the mission field, I was 
able to accomplish what I did primar- 
ily through the aid given me by 
the Lamp readers. God will greatly 
bless the charity of these people. They 
will lighten the burden of the Father 
Treasurer at Graymoor to whom | 
am sending “a pile of unpaid bills.” 

There is no greater charity more 
pleasing to Almighty God than help: 
ing to educate a young man for the 
priesthood. The investment pays divi 
dends throughout all eternity. Not 
only do our Lamp readers share in 
the prayers of the students but also 
in the spiritual works of our friars 
throughout the world. 


Fraternally yours, 


FATHER DAVID, S.A. 
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By Ralph Thomas, 8. A. 


ed 


“Blessed are they that search His testimonies: that seek Him with their whole heart.”—Psalm 118, 2. 


What is an “Agnus Dei’? 
—M.McM, Staten Island, N. Y. 

The name Agnus Dei has been given to little discs of 
wax stamped with the figure of a lamb and blessed by 
the a They sacramentals worn suspended round 
the neck or kept in a room as objects of devotion. In the 
early ages of the church it seems that they were made 
from the remains of the paschal candle of the preceding 


are 


year. They were distributed to the people on the Satur- 
day after Easter Sunday. The wax from which they are 
made typifies the virgin flesh of Christ, and the symbolism 
is that just as the blood of the paschal lamb protected the 
people of the Old Law from evil, so now these consecrated 
wax medals protect the faithful of Christ from evil. 
Agnus Deis may also be pieces of wax containing the 
dust of martyrs. 
ee & « 

Would you explain the words of Christ in St. Luke, 
chapter 14, which run, “If anyone comes to me and does 
not hate his father and mother, and wife and children, 

. he cannot be my disciple.” -V.S., Philadelphia, Pa. 

The word hate here means “to love less.” Thus the 
meaning is that if anyone loves human friends more than 
God and to their own detriment, they are not true Chris- 
tians. History shows how often family ties have drawn 
people away from their duty to and love for God. This 
meaning is clearly brought out in St. Matthew, chapter 10, 
“He who loves father or mother more 
worthy of me.” the more we 
will love those dear to us, but the love of our Savior 
must come first. 


than me is 
The more we love Christ, 


not 


* * * * 


Is a person on a long journey excused from the fast on 
a fast-day? R.G., Woodside, LI. 


Travelling by train does not excuse from the fast 


Those travellers who are forced by times and places to 
make strenuous journeys by foot or wagon are not bound 
by the fast because of physical or moral impossibility. 
Likewise, distant journeys by car or bus may often excuse 
one from the fast if it is very difficult for such people 
to get sufficient nourishment at the proper time. Always, 
however, one must take every precaution to avoid scandal. 


* * * * 


What is the earliest order of nuns in the Church? 
N.F., Bangor, Me. 

The institution of nuns and sisters, devoting themselves 
in various religious congregations for the practice of a 
life of perfection, originated in the very first century of 
the Christian era. St. Paul mentions widows who were 
engaged in certain kinds of church work (I Timothy 5,9), 
and virgins (I Corinthians, 7) whom he praises for their 
and devout life. They are later referred to as 
“spouses of Christ” by St. Athanasius and St. Cyprian. 
Some took the veil publicly; others made private vows. 
Until the third century they continued to live with their 
families, but by the end of the century there were many 
community houses. The persecutions of the third century 
drove many from the cities, and led to the formation of 
large monasteries. Two of the earliest and most famous 
of these communities were that of the sister of St. Pacho- 
mius, and that of St. Paula at Bethlehem. 


chaste 


is & 6 


If a sponsor for a child at Baptism is unable to attend 
except by proxy, who should appoint his representative? 
V. McC., Phila. 
The sponsor himself who desires to act by proxy should 
appoint his representative. Otherwise sponsorship is doubt- 
ful. 





For the convenience of our readers, questions of a general nature of interest to all, are answered here. 


Address inquiries to: Father Ralph Thomas, S. A., The Lamp, Peekskill, New York 









fully into the Library staff 
room, swinging her lunch in a 
brown paper bag. She found only 
Miss Endicott seated in an 
armchair over by the window, a look 
of complete distress on her usually 


Prius BARTON strode cheer- 


there, 


smiling face. 

“My goodness!” laughed Paula. 
You look as though it were a matter 
of life or death!” 

“Do I?” Miss Endicott made an 
effort to smile. “I was just thinking.” 

Paula’s gaze fell upon the Cate- 
chism of Christian Doctrine in her 
lap, and her own smile vanished. 

“Difficulties?” she asked sympathet- 
ically. 

Prompted by that strange Protest- 
ant reluctance to be discovered in the 
pursuit of religion, Miss Endicott 
quickly tucked her catechism in a 
library book. But in the next instant 
she had repented. Perhaps Paula 
could help her after all. This was too 
grave a subject for pride. 

Paula sat down on a battered old 
deck chair. A Catholic convert of 
two years herself, she had worked 
and prayed for the conversion of the 
gentle, confused, sixty-year-old Miss 
Endicott. And now at last it was tak- 
ing place, slowly, carefully, with pain 
and difficulty. For Miss Endicott was 
the epitome of all that was best in 
Protestantism, and she had a far 
harder road to travel than Paula who 
had been university-educated to take 
her place in a Soviet scheme of things. 
From the black pit of polite social 
paganism Paula had seen the full light 
of the True Faith. But Miss Endicott 
could not see so clearly in her semi- 
dark labyrinth of Protestantism. 


Once the flood gates were open, 
Miss Endicott poured forth her ocean 
of doubt into the younger woman's 
willing ear. 

“I simply can’t believe that God 





By Doris Guerland 
1K 


ever wanted us to confess our sins 
to a priest!” she cried. “It’s such a 
terrible power to give to a man; a 
mere human being! As highly as I 
think of Father Neal, I still cannot 
believe that he can forgive my sins. 
Not that they are such dreadful sins. 
I am sure I have always tried to do 
the right thing. Of course I know I 
am not perfect. I can sin. But some- 
how I feel certain that God always 
forgives us—for the contrition in our 
hearts. I am sure He doesn’t want 
us to go over all our disagreeable little 
sins and dwell on them in confession.” 

“Wait, wait!” begged Paula, a ten- 
der smile in her eyes. “You seem to 
have a grasp on the mind of God that 
a theologian might envy—if you're 
sure it’s the mind of God you have 
there, and not your own mind. Just 
let me ask you one question. Have 
you and Father Neal come to con- 
fession yet in the catechism?” 

“No—it’s the next lesson,” ad- 
mitted Miss Endicott miserably. “And 
I don’t know what I’m going to do. 
Of course I couldn’t talk to Father 
Neal like this. He would take it per- 
sonally.” 

“Are you afraid he would be 
ashamed to ever hear a_penitent’s 
confession again?” smiled Paula. 

“Well, you must admit I’m in the 
habit of expressing myself strongly,” 
mourned Miss Endicott. “I just 
couldn’t bear to hurt Father Neal's 
feelings. I'm afraid I'll just have to 
stop instructions.” 

“To stop without a word of ex- 
planation would hurt his feelings 
worst of all,” said Paula. And she 
rose briskly. “Come into the kitchen 
while I make us a cup of tea,” she 
suggested. 

The Library kitchen was, fortu- 
nately, deserted. Miss Endicott wait- 
ed impatiently until Paula had filled 
the kettle and put it on the electric 








A Matter of Life or Death 


plate. Then she asked abruptly, “D 
you find it difficult to go to confes 
sion, Paula?” 

“Very,” admitted Paula. “It’s th 
hardest thing we have to do—and it’ 
the hardest thing priests have to do, 
too.” 

“No, I shouldn’t think it would be 
very pleasant for them,” decided Miss 
Endicott thoughtfully. 

“But then,” pursued Paula, “they 
are only obeying Our Lord. Remem 
ber how He charged them? “Whos 
sins you shall forgive, they are for 
given, and whose sins you shall re 
tain, they retained’?” Paula's 
voice was gently insistent. 

“But He—He didn’t say that to 
Father Neal—He said it to His 
apostles!” protested Miss Endicott. 

“And you think,” asked Paula 
softly, “that He would stop with 
twelve apostles? Oh, Miss Endicott, 
how far would His church have gone 
if He had done so little in two thou 
sand years? Why, you certainly 
wouldn’t be receiving His teaching 
from Father Neal today!” 
of course!” Miss End 
cott’s voice was a small whisper. She 
stared out of the window on waving 
tree tops. “I’m so stupid. I never 
thought of Father Neal as an apostle 
And yet the very reason I want to 
enter the Catholic Church is because 
I know it is the one and only church 
of Our Saviour. All the others have 
lost His teaching in one way or aw 
other. Only the Catholic has stood 
firm in pure, unadulterated Christian 
ity. This much is obvious—even to a 
fool like me. Oh, what is the matter 
with me, Paula? It’s this confession 
thing. I can’t seem to get it througi 
my head.” 

“Suppose for one black moment 
you lost grace completely,” suggested 
Paula. “Suppose you committed 2 
murder. Do you think you could pay 


are 


“Yes, yes 
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for it sufficiently by going to the gal- 
lows? Would you not want to con- 
fess it to God and make your peace 


with Him—before your _ terrible 
death?” 
“Yes, yes! But couldn’t I go di- 


rectly to God—like the thief on the 
cross?” 

“The thief on the cross hung next 
to his God,” reminded Paula with a 
ad shake of the head. “You would 
not be so blessed. But you would 
have recourse to one of the ‘other 
Christs——His apostles—upon whom 
He breathed and said, ‘Receive ye 
the Holy Spirit.” Would you still re- 
fuse His Sacrament of Penance and 
insist upon His forgiving you on your 
own terms?” 

“The Holy Spirit,” said Miss En- 
dicott gently. 

“The secret of the Church's feared 
and hated power,” said Paula. “It is 
not in men nor might nor arms nor 
political cunning. It is the Third Per- 
son of the Blessed Trinity infusing a 
frail human body with the divine 
gifts of the spirit. Through Him 
Father Neal is empowered to forgive 
your sins. Through Him he is em- 
powered to change bread and wine 
into the Body and Blood of Our Lord. 
Through Him the Vicar of Christ on 
earth cannot teach human error, in 
faith and morals, he can only teach 
God’s truth. Yes, even if our Pope 
and our priests were as wicked as our 
worst enemies insist, the gifts of the 
Holy Spirit would still flow through 
them to us.” 

Miss Endicott was silent for a mo- 
ment, deep in thought. 

“Do you know what's the matter 
with me?’ she asked at last, fixing 
Paula with a bitter gaze. “It’s pride— 
stark, raving pride. One part of my 
mind tries to picture God as a Vic- 
torian gentleman who thrusts only 
hardened criminals into Hell and ad- 
mits nice people into Heaven on the 
strength of their respectable names 
alone.” 

“You know, Miss Endicott,” mur- 
mured Paula with a musing gaze at 
the bright blue sky beyond the win- 








iggested 
ritted @ 
yuld pay 







dow. “I believe that we were very 
close to ‘one world’ before the ‘Ref- 
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unto the Father Mild 


the prayer of Mary’s 


Just anything, and all 


She seemed to think 











“Cosnsellon Altissios” 


(a parvulo Mariae) 


The least of these entreating, please, 
That You may Smile in answering 


I want a thing tmpossible 
a thing You can not do; 
Or if You can, You ne 
just like I tell You to: 

That You can never ask of me 
a thing I would not give: 


ver will, 


as long as You shall live. 
My Mother said to tell You this 
and ask You if You would. 


and tell me that I could? 


child. 


You Wish, 


that You would Smile 














ormation’—before Protestantism came 
along and filled the world with many 
small, tight, individual worlds—each 
Protestant a world unto himself, as 
good as he knew how to be good, but 
his own final judge upon life and 
death, accountable to no one but him- 
self. Of course it was not long before 
he tried to make God after his own 
image and was plunged into the black 
misery of a God-less existence.” 

“That’s where my difficulty lies,” 
decided Miss Endicott courageously. 
“T am trying to become a Catholic 
and go right on being a Protestant 
at the same time.” 

“Well, being a Protestant isn’t 
merely being labelled in order to dis- 
tinguish from Catholics and 
Jews. Protestantism has conditioned 
you to habits of thinking which you 
do not even realize you have—and 
those habits are most difficult to over- 
come.” 


one 


“I suppose that is why Father Neal 
speaks so much about the grace of 
God,” returned Miss Endicott wist- 
fully. “But I have not even had the 
grace to ask Him for His divine grace. 
Somehow I am still shy with God. 
I speak about Him as if it were quite 
proper to do so—and I hesitate to 
ask Him for His blessing on the 
ridiculous theory that nice people 
don’t have to ask for favors. And as 
for sin and forgiveness—well, I seem 





to think that that is reserved for sin- 
ners—from whose ranks I myself am 
conspicuously absent.” 

“T know, I know,” and Paula nod- 
ded wisely. “I felt like that, too. And 
then one day I asked myself what sin 
is, and I found that I knew enough 
to answer, “Why, it is an offense 
against God.’ I realized then that 
every time I had ever offended an- 
other person, I had always scrupu- 
lously asked his pardon. I had been 
brought up to believe that through 
such courtesy one showed oneself to 
be well bred. Thus it was a matter 
of pride with me to beg forgiveness 
of the human beings whom I thought- 
lessly injured. But never in all my 
life had I ever asked God's pardon for 
having offended Him.” 

“Perhaps you never really’ offended 
Him,” offered Miss Endicott 
spirit of sentimental fondness. 

“Oh, Miss Endicott! If I could 
offend a human being in a trifle, how 
much more must I have offended God 
Whom I willfully ignored! In the 
Sacrament of Penance we reveal our 
fidelity to God in His church. We 
acknowledge an eternal truth—that 
we cannot be good without God. You 
know, Protestantism established two 
conflicting theories about salvation 
one, that only the elect were born to 
be saved and the damned were con- 
demned to Hell from their very con- 
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ception—the other, that all souls were 
saved, regardless of individual effort, 
and that Hell did not exist. Both 
theories have cast the world on the 
brink of atheism and brought the very 
threat of Hell on earth. Thank God 
a thousand times that He gave us the 
Sacrament of Penance!” 

Miss Endicott confronted the 
younger woman with a serene face, 
no longer vexed with gnawing fear 
and pride. 

“You know, Paula,” she smiled. 
I think I will be able to go to con- 
fession now.” 

“You will be just like me when 
you come to it,’ warned Paula. “You 
will wonder what you have ever done 
that was wrong. One of the saddest 
effects of our much vaunted Protest- 
antism has been the abolition of sin 
among nice people. We think that if 
we are incapable of adultery, murder 
or high treason, we cannot sin at all. 
And yet almost every day we com- 
mit anger, envy, malice, bitterness, 
pride. Our tongues can be quick, 
sharp and cruel.” 

“Belittling people!” cried Miss En- 
dicott. “I myself am very good at 
belittling people. But I do it so often 
and so casually that I’ve never even 
considered it an offense at all—much 
less an offense against God. And yet 
He Himself was mocked and derided 
—and did He not say that whatever 
we do unto the least of our brethren, 
we do unto Him? When you deride 
another soul for the sheer joy of ex- 
pressing your own superiority, is that 
not deriding Him?” 

“You will have no trouble with 
your confession,” prophesied Paula 
joyfully. “I'm only afraid that you 
will castigate yourself so thoroughly 
that you will leave your confessor no 
room for chastisement.”” 

Miss Endicott rose suddenly and 
dashed to the electric plate. Neither 
of them had been aware of the sing- 
ing teakettle, and now it had ceased 
to sing, because it was burned dry. 

“It’s too late for tea, anyway,” 
laughed Paula. 

“But thank God,” murmured Miss 
Endicott as she removed the kettle, 
“it’s not too late for a woman of my 
age to be born again!” 











THOUGHTS FOR TODAY 


(Taken from the writings of Fr. Paul S. A.) 
HAVE YOU A CALL TO HOLY RELIGION? 

When Abraham in obedience to the 
command of God laid his son Isaac upon 
the altar of Mount Moriah and lifted the 
sacrifical knife to sacrifice him to God, 
tradition has it that Isaac did not resist 
the fiat of Jehovah. Nevertheless there 
must have beensa struggle in Isaac’s breast 
before he was willing to cooperate with 
his father in fulfilling the Divine com- 
mand. 

It is not therefore to be wondered at 
that multitudes of young lads and maid- 
ens who are called by the Divine Master 
to offer themselves as victims of love to 
Almighty God should experience some 
protest of human nature against laying 
themselves as a holocaust upon this 
altar of sacrifice. It is at not all surprising that those of predilection 
should discover influences of the world around them, lifting their 
voices in siren competition with the still small voice of God within, 
and that beckoning hands should be stretched out seeking to lure them 
to the world, the flesh and devil, all of them camouflaged in beautiful 
and attractive garments, displaying their wares under the glamor of 
artificial lights such as the serpent caused to play upon the forbidden 
fruit to lure our first parents to put forth the hand and taste in 
defiance of the Command of God: “Thou shalt not eat thereof.” 

We have in mind at this moment the story told us by one of the 
most splendid Bishops among the members of our American Hier- 





Fr. Paul, S.A. 


archy. He was a brillant scholar when God began to call him to the 
priesthood. The pictures of the world were fair and lovely in his 
eyes. He had literary talent and the picture which the “Prince of this 


World” portrayed before his eyes, mirroring himself as a brilliant 
orator and leader of men, applauded by the people and honored by the 
State, looked good and much to be desired in his eyes, but in spite of 
his reluctance to give heed, the Call of Christ the King kept sounding 
in his ears and at last he capitulated. Henceforth his ears were deaf 
to the voices of the world and he became a willing victim in the hands 
of the great High Priest to serve the King of Kings as His liege man 
unto death. 

No one could converse with that glorious Bishop so much 
aflame with missionary zeal and so radiantly happy in the service of 
God and holy Church and ever question whether the Bishop had 
chosen wisely in turning his back on a career of worldly glory. And 
as for the man of God himself, no words would be strong enough to 
express his gratitude for his vocation. 

Let all young lads and maidens who have experienced the wooing 
call of Jesus of Nazareth give heed to the answer Christ made to the 
question of Saint Peter: “Lord, we have left all and followed Thee; 
what therefore shall we have”? That age-long reply was meant 
for everyone called to Holy Religion: ‘No man hath left all to fol- 
low Me but he shall have a hundredfold more in this world and the 
world to come Life Everlasting.” 

As to WHERE (?) God is calling you—Have a thought of 
Graymoor. To be a Franciscan Friar or Sister of the Atonement 
means more of blessings and graces here and glory hereafter than 
we could possibly tell you. The Society of the Atonement is God's 
own creation. He has promised to it a fruitfulness like that of 
Abraham and blessed are those numbered among it’s faithful mem- 
bers in time and eternity. 
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The Family Resary 


(A RADIO DRAMATIZATION) 





By Terence Cummings, S.A. 


Friars of th 
who maintain St. Chris 


Announcer . . . The 
Atonement 
topher’s Inn, a shelter for homeless 


men near Garrison, N. Y., present the 
story the Family Rosary 

MUSIC INTRODUCTION 

Narrator Our story begins eariy 
in the thirteenth century. France was 


exhausted by war, starvation, and the 


plague. Her tormented people were 
dying by the thousands. The Church 


tried to give aid, but her enemies 
were preaching heresy and hatred to 
an already bewildered people. To as 
sist in the struggle the Holy Father 
ent Dominic, a Spanish Friar, to 
preach the true faith and combat the 
heresy that was spreading through 
Europe. After burdened 
with what seemed repeated failures, 
Dominic knelt Our Lady’s 
altar in the Chapel of Notre Dame. 
Dominic Hail Mary, full of 
the Lord is with thee—Blessed 
Mother, help them. They are hungry 


some time, 


bef« re 


grace 


and they have nothing to eat. Every 
minute someone dies. Their souls are 
sick. Mother, I have tried to help 
them, but they say they can no longer 
pray. Help us, Mother of Our Lord 
Jesus, help us. 


MUSI¢ (BLESSED VIRGIN MARY 
THEME) 

Blessed Virgin Mary Dominic, 

my son 

Dominic . . . Blessed Mother, is it 


sit you who speak to me? 
Blessed Virgin Mary 


age, My 


.. . Have cour 
son. I am their mother and 
yours. I shall not fai! my children 
Tell them to lift their pain to my 
Son and me. 


Dominic . . . Mother, I have tried. 
Blessed Virgin Mary ... I know, 
Dominic, and you must try again. 
See what I have in my hands. 

Dominic . . A string of beads, 


Blssed Mother. 
Blessed Virgin Mary . . . My Rosary, 





i 





Editor’s Note: 

In the recent exhibition of Ed- 
ucational Radio Programs at Col- 
ubus, Ohio, the Ave Maria Hour, 
sponsored by the Graymoor Friars, 
we awarded “Honorable Men- 
tion.” It was cited for “its recog- 
nition of, and ministry to, the need 
for inspiration, courage, and re- 
vitclized faith.” 

The Radio Department at Gray- 
moor is a busy place. Fr. Terence 
Cummings, Fr. Claver Giblin, and 
Bro. John Berchmans are never 
finished supplying programs to the 
three hundred and eighty some sta- 
tions that now carry the Ave Maria 
Hour. Nor do they ever quite 
catch up with the vast correspond- 
ence that comes in from inter- 
ested listeners. 

Since we felt that our readers 
would enjoy seeing what a radio 
script ready for the microphone 
looks like, we are publishing here 
the text of one of our outstanding 
programs, The Family Rosary. 
It will be heard over many of our 
stations on August 21. Check 
your local newspaper for the time 
of the broadcast and enjoy the 
actual dramatization. 














Dominic; teach those who suffer to 
say God’s Own prayers upon beads 
like these; the prayer He taught His 
followers—“Our Father Who art in 
heaven”—the prayer His angel spoke 
to me when he told me I was to be 
the Mother of God——Hail Mary, full 
of grace, the Lord is with thee—” 
Dominic . . . Yes, Blessed Mother. 
Blessed Virgin Mary... Teach them, 
as they say the rosary, to remember 
in their hearts how my Son loved 
them so much that He died for them 
on the cross. 


Dominic . . . Yes, Holy Mother. 
Blessed Virgin Mary How my 
Son was born for their sake—how 


He rose from the dead—how He sent 
the Holy Spirit to remain with them 
for all time. Look at my rosary, Dom- 
inic, and promise me that you will 
teach them fathers, chil- 
to pray as I have taught you. 


mothers, 


dren 


Dominic . . . I promise, Blessed Lady 
MUSIC 


Narrator 


Dominic went to the garden of the 


. . Trembling with hope, 


chapel, gathered berries, and strung 
them on a cord in the pattern of Our 
Lady’s rosary. Outside a mob voiced 
their 
SOUND 


anger 
(CROWD 
MUSIC IN BACKGROUND) 

Soldier . Where are the kings and 
bishops? What do they care for us 
.. We fought and died 
for them; now they leave us to starve 
like dogs in the gutter. 

Woman (SHRIEKING) . There’s no 
more room in the gutters (FADE) A 
curse on them all! A curse on them 
all! A curse on them all! 
MUSIC (WILD. THEN SEGUE 
“SAD STUFF AND START 
MARIA) 
Maria 
are set in his head 
Diego 
long, our little one. 

Maria . . . Can't we do anything 
anything for him? Can't you find— 
can’t you even steal just a little wine 
to wet his lips? 

SOUND (CROWD OFF) 

Diego . . . There is no wine to steal, 
Maria, and if there were—it is 
late. 

Maria . . . Oh, my little boy! Diego, 
that mob is coming this way. 
Dominic (GENTLY, FADING IN) . . 
Do not fear, little mother. I have help 
for you. 


SHOUTING WILD 


poor devils. . 


INTO 
SOBBING OF 


‘ See, Diego, his little eyes 
his legs stiffen. 
. . He has been hungry too 


too 


Diego Go away! Look, Maria, 


the devil has sent a fiend in a friar’s 
habit to watch our child die. 


Dominic Our Blessed Mother 
sent me, Maria. 
Maria . . . He knows us, Diego. He 


knows my name. 

Dominic It is Our Lady who 
knows and loves you. Just now in 
the chapel, she told me to tell those 
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who suffer to pray upon circlets of 
beads, her Rosary. 

Diego (BITTERLY) . . . It is too late 
to pray. Nothing can help us now. 
Leave us with our child. 

Dominic . . . See, Mother, Our Lady’s 
Rosary is in your hands, Pray for 
your son. 

Maria . . . The priest’s eyes, Diego— 
his eyes are full of peace. 


Dominic . . . Pray with us, Diego. 
Maria . . . He will pray, Father. 
Dominic . . . “Our Father, Who art 


in heaven 

Maria & Diego (JOINING IN) .. . 
hallowed be Thy Name—Thy 

Kingdom come—Thy Will be done 

on earth as it is in heaven—” 

Dominic . . . Maria, place your fin- 

gers on the smaller berries—like this 
and pray with me. 

All... “Hail Mary, full of grace, the 

Lord is with thee— 

Maria . Father—he stirs in my 

arms! Diego, he’s alive! j 

Diego . . . Blessed Mother in Heaven, 

forgive me! 

Woman . . . Look, there’s a priest! 

Man... Make the priest dance with 

us! Make him dance! 


Maria . . . Please, please, this priest 


is a good man! Please! 

Woman . . . Do not heed the priest, 
Maria. He is lying! Maria 
Maria . My baby—the 
Mother has healed my baby! 
Woman . . . Look, look, all of you! 
Maria’s baby was dying; now he 
stands upright. 


Blessed 


Man... What is it? What did you 
say? 

Woman .. . A miracle!—It is the 
prayers of this priest! 

Dominic (Low) Oh, Blessed 
Mother. (CALLING TO THE MOB) 


Please, my people! Pray with me. 
Kneel and pray “Hail 
Mary, full of grace 

Crowd (JOINING IN) . . . —the Lord 
is with thee. Blessed art thou among 
women—and blessed is the fruit of 
thy womb 


with me. 


MUSIC (SURGING UP TRIUMPHANTLY) 
Narrator . . . The prayers of Our 
Lady’s Rosary ascended to heaven 
from the lips of a suffering people. 
France recovered from the scourge of 
war and heresy, and peace once more 
descended upon the land.—Through 
the centuries, fathers, mothers, and 
children said the rosary; and from 
time to time the Blessed Virgin ap 


peared to God’s holy ones, urging 
them to continue and to spread her 
chosen devotion.—One day, in the 
middle of the nineteenth century, 
some peasant children were gathering 
wood on the outskirts of a little town 
in France... 
Marie .. . Yes, 
I can see it, too, over there 
other side of the river. 
Jeanne . . . I told you so, Marie; | 
saw it first and I'm going to wade 
over and get it. (SOUND: 
WATER) Oh— Oh— the 


freezing! 


there is wood ther: 
on the 


SPLASH 
water 


Marie . . . I'm coming, Jeanne. Oh, 
it’s so cold—my legs are like ice 
Bernadette . . . What shall I do, 


Marie? I can’t wade across! 


Marie . . . You stay and wait for us 
Bernadette . . . But I want to help! 
Jeanne . . . Never mind, Bernadette, 


you big baby; you stay there while 
we work. 

Marie . . . Jeanne, don’t scold her; 
she'll catch cold and her asthma will 
be worse and mama will be up all 
night again. Oh—I'm freezing! Wait 
there, Bernadette, do you hear? 
Bernadette . . . Yes, yes, Marie, I'll 
walt. 








on the 








Let Your Radio Bring You Its Most 
Interesting and Inspiring Program 


Aue Maria Howr 


Every Sunday Over These Stations: 


WMEX—Boston at 5:30 P.M. 
WMCA—New York at 8:30 P.M. 
WAGE —Syracuse at 10:00 A.M. 
KDTH—Dubuque at 8:00 A.M. 
WEW-—t. Louis at 8:00 A.M. 
KQV—Pittsburgh at 11:00 A.M. 


KGFJ—Los Angeles at 9:00 P.M. 


KFEL—Denver at 7:30 P.M. 


WISC—Madison at 11:30 A.M. 


KWJJ—Portland, Oregon, at 4:30 P.M. 


And also many other stations throughout the country. 


Presented by 


THE FRANCISCAN FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT | 
in the interests of St. Christopher’s Inn 


Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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WPEN—Philadelphia at 8:30 P.M. 


WWL—New Orleans at 11:15 A.M. 


| 
i 
WWDC—Washington at 7:00 P.M. \ Hh | 
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sOUND (GRADUALLY INCREASING 


RUSH OF RIVER AND WIND) 


Bernadette I wish I could heip 
with the wood—Oh, how dark the 
ky is getting—and the river—it 
frightens me with its dreadful noise 
SOUND (WILD ROAR OF WATER AND 
WIND) 

Voice in wind Go away—Go 
away—-Get away while you can! 


Bernadette What is it saying? 
“Away with you.” Get away while 
you can! The wind is roaring in my 
ars, but I cannot feel it. I am so 
cold! Oh, I am frightened! What is 
happening! 

SOUND (WIND AND RIVER SUDDENLY 
DIES OUT) 
Bernadette . . . Now everything is so 


quiet and peaceful. 


MU SI¢ (BLESSED VIRGIN MARY 
THEME) 

Bernadette How strange I feel 
Oh, the niche in the rock is filled 
with light. Someone is up there—a 
lady—how beautiful you are—are 


you smiling at me? Look out! You'll 
fall from that rock!—Oh, I love you 
—she’s making the sign of the cross 
—so carefully—my rosary, I must say 


my rosary. 


Marie (CALLING FROM THE DIS 
TANCE) Hato! Bernadette! 
Hallo! 


Bernadette . . . She’s gone. 
Marie (FADING IN) 
are! Bernadette, why are you kneeling 


Here you 


there on the cold ground? Get up! 
You will catch your death of cold. 
Get up at once! 

Jeanne (LAUGHING SCORNFULLY) .. . 
Maybe she’s praying that we won't 
ak her to help us carry home the 
wood! 
Marie . What's the matter with 
you, Bernadette? Scaring me half to 
death like that; I thought you were 
sick. What were you doing? 


Bernadette . . . I—was—saying my 
rosary. 
Marie... A pretty place to say your 


fosary, and you might have answered 
me anyway. 


Jeanne Here, Bernadette, take 
some of this wood. 
Marie . Oh, you can’t carry all 


that wood, Bernadette! 
Bernadette . . 


e! 
. Yes, I can. I can! 
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Jeanne . . . Well, then, come on. 
Why do you look back like that? 
Marie ° 
saying under your breath? 
Bernadette . . 


. Bernadette, what are you 


I'm saying my rosary. 


Marie Again! What for? 
Bernadette . . . The Lady wants me 
to 





Our Lady of the Airwaves 


Jeanne What are you talking 
about? What Lady? 
Bernadette . . . A beautiful lady. 


MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 

Mother . . . Now, Bernadette, what 
is this nonsense about a lady? 
Bernadette (JoYousLY) ... I saw 
her! Oh, mama, such a beautiful lady! 
Father . . . See here, Bernadette, you 
stop telling stories. A big girl like 
you, fourteen years old! 


Bernadette But, papa, I really 
did see the lady. 
Mother (cRossLy) . . . Well, tell us 


what happened. 
Bernadette Oh, mama, it was 
The cave at Massabielle 
was filled with sunlight 

the Lady up on the rock 


wonderful. 
then I saw 

she wore 
such a lovely white dress—and a 
white veil on her head. She had a 
blue girdle, bluer than the sky, 
around her Her feet were 
bare, but I saw a golden rose covering 
the tip of each one.—I felt I had to 
kneel before her. When I tried to 
bless myself, I couldn’t move my arm. 


waist. 
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But the Lady made a great sign of the 
cross on herself with her hand, and 
then my hand followed hers. I showed 
her my rosary, and she smiled and 
nodded. Then I saw her rosary in her 
right hand. Mama, it was so beautiful 
shining pearls, and a golden cruci- 
fix. I said the “Hail Mary,” and she 
moved her fingers along the pearls 
When I came to the “Glory be to the 
Father” I saw her lips moving and 
praying with me. 
Father . . . You are not to tell any- 
one about this—Lady 
not to go to Massabielle again. Do 


and you are 


you hear? 


Mother... Bernadette! 
Bernadette . . . Yes, Mama. 
Mother . . . Did you hear what your 


father said? 

Bernadette . . . Yes, Mama 
is so beautiful, Mama. 
MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 
Narrator . . . But Bernadette was al- 
lowed to visit ‘the cave again. And 
her lovely Lady, the Blessed Mother 
of God, appeared eighteen times at 
that grotto in Lourdes. Along with 
Bernadette, thousands of pilgrims re- 
cited the before the 
which she alone could see. And the 
which 
come upon the world are wondrous 
proof of the glory of Mary’s Rosary. 
MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 

Narrator But the world forgot 
Christ and His Blessed Mother, and 
again came ruin, and death and de- 
struction in the first World War. In 
May of 1917, just outside the little 
village of Fatima in Portugal, three 


but she 


rosary vision 


miracles and _ blessings have 


small children are tending their 
father’s sheep. 
Lucia . . . Now that we've found that 


stray sheep, let’s say the rosary. 
Jacinta . . . May I give the mysteries, 
like mother said to? 

. . No, no, let Lucia do it, 
she’s the oldest. 

Lucia... “In the name of the Father, 
and of the Son 
SOUND (CRASH OF 
IT) 


Francisco . . 


Francisco . 


THUNDER. ROLL 


. That’s thunder! 

. . Francisco! Jacinta! Get the 
sheep together; a storm is coming up! 
Jacinta . . . And it’s lightening, too. 
I'm afraid! 


Lucia . 





Nw 
wm 
tw 


Francisco . . . But, Lucia, there's not 
a cloud in the sky. 


Lucia . . . I know, but—(CRASH OF 
THUNDER) —Oh, look! 

Francisco . . . I—I can’t see—the 
light is so bright. 

MUSIC. BLESSED VIRGIN MARY 
THEME) 

Lucia . . . It’s a lady—she is in the 


center of the light. 

Jacinta (WHIMPERING) ... I'm 
afraid! I’m afraid! 
Blessed Virgin Mary . 
Jacinta. 

Lucia . . . Lady, who are you? 
Blessed Virgin Mary . . . | come from 
Heaven. I want you children to come 
here on the thirteenth of each month, 
until October. Then I will tell you 
who I am. 

Lucia .. 


.. Do not fear, 


. We will come. 

Francisco & Jacinta .. . Yes, we will, 
we will! 

Blessed Virgin Mary . . . You must 
say the rosary every day. Say it care- 
fully, with great love for God. This 
war, my children, will end, if people 
will learn to love God. Say your ros- 
aries. Pray much for sinners. 

Lucia . . . Yes, Lady 

Blessed Virgin Mary . . . Goodbye, 
my children, I will see you here one 
month from today— 

MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 

Narrator . . . Jacinta, the youngest 
child, told her mother about the lady. 
Her mother doubted the story, but 
she told it to her neighbors. Soon all 
the people of Fatima knew about “the 
lady.” The rumor of the apparition 
spread far beyond the little village, 
and with the passing months the 
crowds increased at the meetings of 
the children with their heavenly visi- 
tor—On the thirteenth of October, 
in a driving rain, seventy thousand 
people thronged the roads to Fatima, 
watching and waiting for word from 
the children. 

SOUND (RAINFALL. MILLING CROWD 
UNDER PRECEDING NARRATION AND 
GRADUALLY FADING OUT) 

Man (START TALKING UNDER NARRA- 
TOR) . There are the children. 
There are the children—kneeling 
there in the mud in all this down- 
pour. Do you believe they really see 
anything? Do you? 


Woman... I don’t know. Look, the 
biggest girl is arranging her shawl as 
if she were in church. 

Man . . . Silly little monkeys! I bet 
they're just showing off. 

Lucia (oFF) . . . Kneel down, kneel 
down, everybody! She is coming! 


Woman ... I can’t see anything. 


MUSIC BLESSED VIRGIN MARY 
THEME) 

Man... Nor can I. 

Woman . Sh! Look, the child is 


seeing something! She is crossing her- 
self! 


Lucia . . . My lady! 
Blessed Virgin Mary . . . Lucia. 
Lucia .. . You will keep your prom- 


ise, won't you? You will tell us who 
you are? 

Blessed Virgin Mary . . . Yes, Lucia, 
I am the Lady of the Rosary. 

Lucia . . . Blessed Mother! 

Blessed Virgin Mary . . . I have come 
to warn the faithful to amend their 
lives and ask pardon for their sins. 
They must not continue to offend 
Our Lord, already so deeply offended. 
They must say the Rosary. 

Lucia . . . Yes, Blessed Mother. 
Blessed Virgin Mary . Goodbye, 
my children. 

Maria . . . Look at the sun! The rain 
has stopped, and everything is all 
golden—but the sun only shines like 
the moon. 

Crowd What a strange light! 
Look, look! The sun is revolving! It 
is a sign! God has given us a sign! 
Narrator . . . Once again God had 
given the world a sign, a sign of sal- 
vation and peace. (PAUSE) The Ros- 
ary has had a glorious past. Now it 
takes on a new splendor. It is the 
family that is threatened today. It is 
the family that must be saved, if the 
world is to be saved.—The family 
must say the Rosary. The Holy Fath- 
er in Rome said... . 

Pope . . . If you desire peace in your 
hearts, in your home, in your coun- 
try, assemble every evening to recite 
the Rosary. It is suitable to the pub- 
lic needs of the times, that this kind 
of prayer should be restored to that 
place of honor which it has long held, 
when each Christian family would 
suffer no day to pass without the reci- 
tation of the Rosary. 
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MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 

Narrator . . . Today, in many 
the family Rosary is a daily 
ance; 


omes, 
bserv- 
and many wonderful blessings 
are given to those who practice it 
There is a story told of such 
ily, shortly before the defeat of 
many in World War II... 
SOUND (VOICES OF CHILDREN. LAUGH 
TER. OFF MIKE) 

Mother (CALLING) . . . You children 
out there on the porch. Come in now 
It’s time for the Rosary. (AD LIB) 
Mary( turn off the radio (AD LIB) 
Johnny, run and get Eileen, like a 
good boy.—Dad is waiting for us. Is 
Terry out there too? 

Father . . . All ready, Mother? 
Mother . . . Almost. Just as soon as 
we get settled.—Dad, I’m so worried 
If we only knew something about 
Jerry —"Missing in action,” they 
said—Bill has always been such a 
good boy, so dependable, but Jerry— 
Father . . . Now, Mother, don’t give 
up hope. Our Lady will see us 
through with Jerry. She did with Bill. 
Mother . . . Oh yes, Dad, she did— 
Bill’s safe in a prison camp. Now if 
only Jerry——— 

SOUND (GENERAL HUBBUB OI 
DREN FADING IN FROM PORCH) 


fam: 
Ger- 






CHIL’ 


Johnny . . . Mom, Eileen broke her 
rosary; the one Bill sent her from 
Europe. 

Eileen . . . I couldn't help it, tattle 
tale! 

Mary . . . Now stop it, you two; it’s 


time for the rosary. 

Terry . . . Here, give it to me. I can 
fix it with my scout knife. Johnny, 
hold the beads—get your fingers out 
of the way, how can I see! —There, 
that’s got it—here, Eileen. 


Mother .. . Say “thank you,” Eileen, 
like a good girl. 

Eileen . . . Thanks, Terry. 

Father . . . All right, let’s begin the 
rosary now. 

Mother . . . Come over here, Eileen, 
and kneel by me.—That’s the girl. 
Mary . Dad, may I say the Ay 


sumption decade? 


Father . . . If you like, Mary. 


Terry ... I want the first, the Resur 
rection. 
Mary . . . Mother, you say the last 
decade. 
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Terry Say, Dad, why did Our 
Blessed Mother answer only part of 
our prayers? Bill's alive all right, but 
we still haven’t heard from Jerry. 
Father . . . We may hear yet, but 
now let’s thank God for what He has 
done for us already. 


Mother . . .Pray awfully hard, chil- 
dren 
Father (BEGINNING ROSARY) .. . “In 


the name of the Father, and of the 
Son, and of the Holy Ghost, Amen.” 
(FADE) 

Narrator . . . As they offered their 
Rosary that evening, the family did 
not know that sometime before, Our 
Lady had taken tender care of Jerry. 
On a lonely island in the Pacific, a 
missionary Father, cut off from his 
flock by an had 
found Jerry, washed ashore on a life 
raft, wounded and ill beyond hope 
of recovery. The priest did his best 
but when Jerry recovered conscious- 


accident of war, 


Sar 
Jerry (MOANING ) What's the mat- 
ter? Where am I? 


Priest . . . Easy, son, you're on land. 
Jerry . . . Oh—a priest! 

Priest . . . Our Lady is with you; 
see, you are wearing her medial. 
Jerry (WEAKLY ANXIOUS) .. . I need 
a doctor—can you get me to a doc: 
tor? 

Priest . . . I wish I could. 

Jerry . . . You mean you can’t? 
Priest . . . No, son. 

Jerry . But, Ive been wounded 
my side 

Priest . Look, son, we've got to 
pray 

Jerry . . . PRAY? 

Priest... Yes now pray with me to 


Our Blessed Mother whose medal you 
are wearing. 

fry... EI 
Priest 


I'm not—am I? 

. . Yes, my boy, but don’t be 
frightened. You are not alone, Our 
Blessed Mother is with us. She will 


help you to make a good confession. 


Jery .. . You are—a priest, aren't 
you? 

Priest... . Yes, son, I am. 

Jerry... Father, I haven't been very 
good. —I "ve — 

Priest. . . Don't worry about that 


now, son; make a real good confes- 
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sion and tell Our Lord how sorry 
you are. 
Jerry . “Bless me, Father, for I 
have sinned. (FADE) 


MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 
Priest (FADING IN) That was fine, 
son. Our Blessed Mother is right with 


you. I’m putting her rosary in your 
hands. 
Jerry (WEAKLY) .. . Father—I kept 


the Rosary—out there—on 
the raft—over and over 


Priest . . . And Our Lady heard you, 


and sent you to me. 


saying 


Jerry . Father—tell my mother at 
home—some day 

Priest . I will tell her, I promise 
you. Easy, son—Hail Mary, full 
of grace (FADE) 

MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 


Narrator . 
ily was about to begin the fifth and 
final decade of Our Lady’s Rosary 
Mother 
knocking at the door. Answer it, dear, 
we'll wait for you. 

. . Oh boy, Ma, maybe it’s 


.. And now, Jerry’s fam- 


. Mary, there’s someone 


Johnny . 
news 
Mary (oFF) Someone for you, Moth- 
er. (FADING ON) This is Father 
McShane, Mother and Dad. 


Mother . . . Good evening, Father. 
Priest . . . You're Mrs Hogan? 
Mother . . . Yes, Father, and this is 
my husband. 

Father . . . How do you do, Father. 
Mother . . . Say “Good evening” to 
Father, children. 

Children . . . Good evening, Father— 
Hello, Father, etc. 

Priest For some weeks I have 


wanted to meet all of you, especially 
you, Mrs. Hogan. 

Terry (IMPULSIVELY) .. . Is it about 
our brother, Jerry, Father? 


Priest . . . Yes, my son, it is. 
Mother . . . Oh 

Father . . . What is it, Father? 
Mother (QUIETLY) .. . Jerry is dead, 
isn’t he, Father? 

Priest But such a_ wonderful 


death, Mrs. Hogan 
of Mary. 

Motlser . . . Thank God. 

SOUND (CHILDREN WEEPING IN BACK- 
GROUND) 
Father 
Father? 


like a true child 


You were with him, 
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Priest . . . I heard his confession when 
he was washed up on the beach on a 
raft. I'm sure Our Lady sent him to 
me, for it seemed almost miraculous 
that I should find him there. He'd 
been saying the Rosary all the time 
he was in the water. 

Terry ... And we prayed and prayed 
and now Jerry’s dead! 

Father . . 
Mary . 
see, you're making Eileen cry. 


. Now, now, son. 

. . Don't cry please, Terry 
Priest Jerry’s gone from the 
family now, Terry, and I know that 
makes you all very sad;—but Jerry's 
alive, don’t ever forget that Jerry's 
alive! He’s living forever with God 
and Our Lady. You and Mary and 
Johnny and Eileen have a big brother 
waiting for you in Heaven, and, God 
willing, you'll all be together again 
some day. 

Father .. . Father, we were just about 
to say the last decade of the Rosary 
when you came in. Will you finish it 
with us, Father, in thanksgiving for 


Jerry? 

Priest .. . Yes, of course, I'd like to— 
Eileen . . . It’s Mother's turn. 
Mother . . . Won't you say it, Father? 
Priest Please, you say it, Mrs. 
Hogan. - 
Mother . . . The fifth glorious mys- 


tery, Our Lady’s Coronation in Heav- 
en. “Our Father, Who art in Heaven, 
hallowed be Thy Name.—— 


MUSIC (UP AND SEGUE INTO 
“CHURCH” MUSIC. HOLD UNDER TILL 
END) 

Pope .. . If you desire peace in your 


hearts, in your homes, in your coun- 
try, assemble every evening to recite 
the Rosary. This kind of prayer 
should be restored to that place of 
honor whcih it has long held when 
each Christian family would suffer 
no day to pass without the recitation 
of the Rosary. 

MUSIC (UP AND OUT) 

Narrator There is no greater 
hope for the world than a return to 
the practice of families kneeling to- 
gether in the security of their home, 
saying the Family Rosary. On their 
lips, the words of God, in their 
hearts, the Our Blessed 
Mother. 


love of 


Homecoming 


ANE'S voice was choked--hardly 
audible. “I want to come home,” 
she was I knew by her 

tone she was crying. “Please, Bill, I’ve 


saying. 


just got to come home!” 

The inside of my mouth went dry. 
I felt cold. All the security and peace 
I'd built up in the two years she'd 
been gone vanished. I could hear the 
click of receivers taken from hooks 
everyone on the line must be listen- 
ing! 


“Bill,” she said again, hesitantly, 


and I realized I hadn’t answered, ‘oh, 
Bill . 
“All right,” I said wearily, “are 


you at the station?” 

Her muffled “yes,” the sound of 
sobs and the dis-connection came and 
I stood thinking—here we go again. 
Fire and ice and volcanic emotions— 
could I stand it again? The pace had 


left me bewildered. 


If it hadn't been for my sister 
Helen I don’t know what I would 
have done. 

Helen. I'd have to tell her Jane 


was coming back. Just the thought 
of her eased some of the panic from 
my heart. Tall and blonde and lovely 
—sweet and gracious and serene 
offering up a prayer—having faith 
enough to share . 

“Daddy,” Sue’s little hand slipped 
into mine, “I called you three times 
and Mrs. Adams says tell you the 
pancakes are getting cold.” 

I swung her high—caught her in 
my arms and carried her back to the 
kitchen where intermingling odors of 
maple syrup, griddle cakes and wood 
burning greeted us. I hugged her and 
put her down. 

She was so laughing and gay, my 
daughter Sue. Six years old and tiny 
still, with red curls like Jane and the 
same huge, lost, hazel eyes. She'd been 
as miserable as I when her mother 
left us. We'd clung together and 
found new happiness. 

I wouldn't have to tell Mrs. Adams 


Jane was coming home. She knew. 








By Beatrice Linck | 





Better than a party line her keen old 
ears and eyes. 

I looked out across the green acres 
to the woodland and the piles of logs 
on skids ready for market 
feel no happiness in achievement. 

“Come on, darling,” I said to Sue 

as I helped her into her coat—“T'll 
give you a ride to school.” 

I'd see Helen, 


er in the 


but could 


who was Sue’s teach 
school at the 
have a few words with her. 


one-room 
clearing 

“This is a nice surprise,” she called 
in greeting, as she opened the door 
behind her and urged Sue to enter— 
half closing it behind her 
it?” she asked, “*twhat’s happened?” 


“what is 


“Jane's at the station.” 

She squared her shoulders, smiled 
and said, “things will be better this 
time.” 

“We've learned to get along with- 
out her,” I protested. 

“Sue will be happy. And. . . and 
Jane needs you. She always did need 
you, Bill.” 

Sue would be happy. They'd been 
kids together—romping and playing 
and laughing together. That is 
Jane was still happy. 


when 


Maybe if I'd been more tolerant 

. waited and guided her to matur- 
ity. Why is it some are born stable 
and knowing while others never seem 
to mature beyond turbulent youth? 

“I'm beat,” I admitted to Helen. 
“Where will it all end?” 

Helen’s eyes were changing expres- 
sion. She looked sad. “Your wife, Bill 
. . . Sue’s mother.” It was almost as 
if she crossed her finger and said 
shame shame! 

“Honesty and goodness and peace 
and quiet, I want—not quarreling 
and struggling and angry scenes tear- 
ing the heart out of me and nothing 
but misery to look forward to.” 

Her hands were on me—pushing 
me gently on my way. “You were 
both unhappy,” she admitted, “but 
she loves you or she'd never have 
come back.” 


And then I was riding toward the 
station—through the miles of forest 
land—remembering Jane as sh 
when Id brought her here t 
“It’s she'd cried, “primi- 
tive. So different from Broadw 

I loved Jane—loved the bright 
charm and gaiety of her and the cas 








exciting,” 


ual way she exchanged the life of a 
famous dancer for that of a lo 





wife. I offered thanks to th 
that made it possible for me to meet 
her and teased her when she clung 
to me at the crying of a hungry wolf 
pack 

She put away her dancing 8 
and party dresses for the mocassins 


and slacks of the woods and laughed 





when I explained the many Iships 
she faced. No electric. No luxury. 
No shows. The nearest doctor 

dred miles away. Only the Sati 
night square dances and an occasiona 









house party to break the loneliness 
What utter audacity had urged me 
to bring this fragile flower h 





northland where only sturdy) 
were known to flourish? 


* * ok 


| 


She was wearing a shabby, black 
suit and her face was pinched and 


blue. Her eyes enormous—almost 
frightened. The hand she gave me 
trembled and tears came to her ¢ 
“Bill,” she cried, “oh, Bill, 
dope I’ve been.” 

My proud, defiant beauty h imbled 
anted 





what a 


and miserable—no, I'd never 
that. 
“Want some coffee at the hotel be 
fore we start?” I asked her 
“No,” she was snifing bac 
“no, Bill—just take me 
And we rode through the wood’ 
land—strange, and silent. 


k the 


sobs home 


In spite of myself I kept remem’ 
bering the first trip home together 
when Jane nestled closer to me a 
every forest noise. Was she fright 
ened now? I looked at her and saw 
that her thin hands were 
and the knuckles were white 


lenched 
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She leveled her eyes on me and the 
nere shadow of a smile flitted across 
her lovely face. But when we came 
to the clearing—in sight of the house 

she grabbed my arm and urged, 


*“Stop—Bill! Let me look!’ Her pos- 
ture was straight and her eyes were 
searching out the distance hungrily. 


It was exactly as I always felt 
home. That urgent need to 
see it all and know my refuge and 
security—my place in this vast world. 


“It’s strange,” 


coming 


she offered, “‘after 
baby died—when the doctor couldn't 
get through the storm to him—I 
hated the entire northland with it’s 
cold and terrible loneliness. Yet, 


cruel 

when reason returned, it was all I 
could dream of—you ard Sue and 
our home.” 


I shut my heart against her appeal 
and started the car. “The hardship is 


still here,” I pointed out, “the near- 
est doctor still a hundred miles 
away. 


“I don’t blame you for hating me, 
Bill. I a coward 
like that. I'll do better this time.” 


was running away 

“I don’t hate you,” I said and we 
entered the house together. 
front of us 


Directly in just in- 


side the door—were two suitcases and 
a trunk with Mrs. Adams’ Spring 
coat and a hat box on top of them 
and her old umbrella tied to the side 
of o1 

I took fresh grip on myself and 
called, “Mrs. Adams—we’re home.” 


She came from the kitchen, pulling 
wes on, “Hello,” she said—it 
might have been to both of us and 
it might be the attitude my neigh- 
bors would take toward a woman 
who ran out on her family. I took 
Jane’s arm. 





‘Now that your wife’s back there’s 
no need stayin’ on here,” she said, 
“if you'll just drive me over to Al- 
bert’s place i. 


So that was the way of it and no 
need for discussion. Folks here-abouts 


make up their own minds and stay 














with their decisions. 
“Get in the car,” I told her, “I'll 


tote the baggage.” 



































So I had to leave Jane in the lone- 
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Eternal Guardian 


Wherever there are burdened ones 
God waits to give them rest; 
Wherever there is sorrowing 

His comforting is best. 


Wherever men have strayed from God 
He helps them find the way, 

Guiding them back with His dear love, 
Guarding them night and day. 


Louise Darcy 

















liness of the northland her very first 
day back. Of course, Springtime isn’t 
as bad as Winter—with sudden 
storms and howling wind. 

It was awkward eating supper that 
night. First there was Sue jumping up 
every two minutes to hug and kiss 
her mother and there was Jane’s tear- 
filled laughter and forced gaiety. And 
there was the misery of the past hold- 
ing me outside their magic circle of 
love. 

I noticed the kerosene lamp was 
on the shelf, giving off a different 
light than when it was on the table. 
Trust Jane to put her mark on any 
room she walked into. 

I pushed back my chair and took 
the paper and went into the other 
room and with eyes glued on the 
newsprint and not a word of it regis- 
tering in mind I heard Sue talking to 
her mother. 

“I'm going to help you every night 

and every morning, too—before 
school so you won't go away from 
us ever,” she was saying. 

Jane’s strangled sob caught me in 
the middle. 

“Mommie away 
again,” she was promising Sue and 
the splash of water and clink of dishes 
shut away their voices. All I could 
hear was Sue skipping around and 
the tinkle of her laughter. 

When she came to kiss me good- 
night I saw the lost look had left her 
eyes and they were merry and happy 
again. 


won't ever go 


I dreaded the time Jane and I 
would be alone in the silence of the 
northland. Yet, when she came to sit 
beside me it flashed me back to the 
past, when all I asked was my family 
safe with me within these very walls. 

“It hasn’t changed,” I said, “it’s 
just the same.” 

“I know. I've changed,” she said. 
“T went back to New York and got 
a job and saw shows and dressed up 
and found my friends again and kept 
every hour filled but I was 
lonely than I'd ever been in my life— 
even here. With every passing hour 
it came to me 


more 


go home—go home— 


didn’t 


enough to return.” 


go home. I have courage 

I was going back over the weeks 
and months it had taken me to face 
life without her. 

“Then I was ill and in the months 
it took me to get strong enough to 
travel I knew I must come: back.” 

The picture of her alone and ill— 
struggling to find her way back to us 

-stayed with me. I put out my arms 
and gathered her close. 

“T should never have let you go,” 
I said when I'd kissed her, “I should 
have cared for you better than that.” 

“Oh, Bill,” she sobbed—*TI prayed 
and prayed but I didn’t dare hope 


“I know,” I said—remembering the 
many times I, too, had sent up my 


pleas—never daring to hope. 


And so the darkness closed us in 


. together. 
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in honor of 


The 
Holy Ghost 


The Seminarians of the 
Society of the Atonement 
include the petitions of all 
their benefactors in their daily 
devotions in honor of the 
Holy Spirit. 


Send your Petitions to 
REVEREND RECTOR, S. A. 
Atonement Seminary 
Washington 17, D. C. 





7 io 
Nerrolony 
i 
We commend to the prayers of 


our Readers the souls of the faith- 
ful departed whose deaths have 








been reported to us during the last 
month. For them collectively a 
set of thirty Masses will be said. 








Rt. Rev. Monsignor Edward A. 
Cahill, Sr. Tereasa Aquin Kennedy, 





Announcing 


UNITAS 
AN INTERNATIONAL REVIEW 


on the problems of Christian re- 
union, published in Rome. 
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English Language Edition pub- 
lished in America now out. 


Sd 


Single copy --- fifty cents 
Annual subscription --- two dollars 
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Address orders: 
THE GRAYMOOR PRESS 
Peekskill, N. Y. 
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Cann, Margaret Fitzgerald, Ada 
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Tophinke, Mrs. John Henry, Luigi 
Delnero, John James O’Brien, Mary 
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NOTICE 

The growth of our Religious Com 
munity and its manifold activities in 
missionary and other works, entails a 
vast amount of correspondence with a 
consequent heavy outlay for postage. We 
will be grateful if our friends will re- 
member this fact and enclose a few extra 
postage stamps in any letters they send 
us. 
The Franciscan Friars of the Atonement 

Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 








Book Notes 


Books reviewed here may be ordered 
from our Graymoor Press, Peekskill, 
New York. 


rHE MOTHER. By Joseph Cardinal 
Mindszenty. St Paul: Radio Replies 


Press. $2.95 


Cardinal Mindszenty became a prince 
the Church principally bec: » of 
fidelity as a pastor. In a world of 

suddenly changing values he was un- 
flinching in defending Christian mor- 
and virtue. That is why the Com. 
ts suppressed this book in Hun- 
, and that is why the great Cardinal 
is now “a prisoner of the Lord The 
adage that “the hand that rocks the 
radle rules the world” is broug out 
new sharpness by this volume 
m the very beginning of time 
hers have inculeated and developed 
virtues of purity, Godfearingness, 
gentleness and consideration in 
children. The volume is replete 
with examples of the training given 
the great men of the world by their 
mothers. Great then is the heritage 
of the Christian mother, to whom God 
has given the very special trust of 
shaping the religious and moral de 
velopment of their children—a_ right 
which stands imperilled in many na 
tions now, and is even questioned close 
to home Chis pastoral treatise 
dressed to all women, the young 
middle-aged and old, and to « 
urges fidelity to a sacred trust and joy- 
fulness in its fulfiliment 


D. D, 


tHE GOD-SEEKER \ Novel by 
Sinclair Lewis. New York: Random 


tlouse. $3.50. 


Sinclair Lewis’ twenty-first novel is 
by no means his best. The God-Seeker 
is slow-moving in spite of its dramatic 
theme. Surely a missionary’s life if 
trontier Minnesota must have beea 
much more interesting and exciting 
than was Aaron Gadd’s, the main chat 
acter of the book. The author seems 
to have been sidetracked by the love 
affairs in this Protestant missionary’ 
life Perhaps this was part of his 
technique to ensure a wider reading 
public. If so, he has failed. What 
could have been an exciting novel d 
an exciting era in Minnesota's histoty 
turns out to be a dull story at best. 

Che book’s chief merit lies in Lewis 
minute glimpes of life and scenes i 
Minnesota of the 1850's, his all to 
brief pen sketches of such Minnesota 
pioneer’s as Governor Alexander Rat 
sey, Father Augustin Ravoux, th 
Protestant missionary brothers, Samutl 
and Gideon Pond, and others 
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